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THE DAWNING DAY 
Prologue: Parabellum 


(22? July 31°, 2015) 
‘Tf you want peace, prepare for war.” 
-Roman Proverb 


the night sky. Bombers emerged from the clouds, their bomb bay doors 
opening to drop their payloads. Thousands of unguided bombs 
plummeted into the streets of a sprawling, vibrant city of snow. 

Buildings were set ablaze, others pummeled to the ground by constant 
artillery bombardments. A salvo of massive railway supergun shells slammed 
against sections of the city, turning them into craters over a mile deep. 

Gunfire, flames, and explosions consumed the city in a weeks-long orgy of 
intense combat. Two armies fought over the city, spilling each other’s blood by the 
millions. Mangled bodies, destroyed vehicles, and crashed choppers and planes 
littered the city streets and outlying suburbs. 

One night, the attackers’ propaganda company hijacked the city’s early air 
warning system. The air raid sirens played an old, scratchy recording of ‘Lilli 
Marlene’ in German. The song drowned out the ongoing fighting. 

Two gunshots rang out on the roof of a downtown assembly hall. A teenage 
gitl screamed in pain. Blood gushed out of her chest. She limped to a damaged 
ledge next to a flagpole, arms wrapped over her wounds, hoping a ten story fall 
would end her suffering. A third bullet struck her back. Her screams grew loudet. 
She dropped to her knees and fell on her back. 

“T got her,” a teenage boy yelled. 

“Nice shooting, Harold!” a second teenage boy cheered. 

“She’s not dead yet!” another teenage girl declared in a German accent. 

Also speaking in a German accent, a third boy howled, “Los gehis—go, go, go!” 

The girl bent her torso up. Reaching for her shoulder holster, she brandished 
a Tokarev handgun and aimed at her assailants. Ten teenagers in black leather 
double-breasted overcoats and jackboots approached her, guns drawn. 

A twin brother and sister led their eight friends to the dying girl, smoke 
pouring out of their handguns’ barrels. Tiny snowflakes graced the twins’ matte- 
black coal scuttle helmets. 

The girl coughed blood. She pointed her Tokarev at the twin brother. She 
pulled the trigger. The gun was empty. “Is this where the story ends?” 

The twin sister knocked the handgun of out her hand with a hard kick from 
her polished jackboot. “Give up, Perpetua,” she told her, “It’s over. Harold and I 
are going to win this war we started.” 

“Don’t provoke me, Halfrida!’”’ Perpetua spat at her cheek. 

An auburn girl wearing a fur cap stuck her tongue out. “Gross!” 

“Be quiet!” a petite redhead girl with freckles whispered. She placed an index 
finger over her pursed lips. 


f ir raid sirens wailed into the heavens. Spotlights and AA gun tracers lit up 
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Perpetua spattered more blood out of her mouth. “My uncle, the great 
Emperor, will avenge my death!” She shouted. “His Greatness will have your 
heads delivered to the Imperial Palace on silver platters!” 

A six-foot tall dirty blonde boy spoke to the twins. “Harold, Halfrida, you 
have the honors!” 

“Not yet, Chandler,” Harold told him. 

“Harold is right, my love.” Halfrida jammed her gun barrel against Perpetua’s 
face. “I have something else to say before sending her off to Purgatory.” 

“What is it?’ Chandler asked. 

“Have a nice trip, Your Highness 

A loud gunshot rang out. 

Duchess Perpetua’s dead eyes stared back at the twins and their friends. 
Harold closed them. “The tyrant has fallen.” He plucked a large white Lily flower 


hairpin from Perpetua’s ash blonde hair. 
2K 


1? 


Halfrida proclaimed. 


On the roof, Harold, his sister, and their friends watched the sun rise over 
the horizon. A tattered flag, hoisted on the flagpole, fluttered. It bore a green cross 
inside a white cross over a blue background. 

The city ruins stretched beyond the vanishing point. The sirens played 
another round of ‘Lilli Marlene’. An American girl sang the song in English. 

Friendly warplanes zoomed overhead, their jet engines roaring. A few attack 
helicopters buzzed past the nearby buildings. Wrecked armored vehicles and 
countless dead enemy soldiers littered the streets below. 

An auburn boy straddled the squad’s field radio next to another boy carrying 
a high-powered sniper rifle. He and the other boy stood by the ledge. 

“You smell terrible.” The second boy pinched his noise, his sniper rifle slung 
over his neck. 

“Well, duh!” the radioman admitted nonchalantly. “I crapped myself on the 
way up here.” 

The German boy laughed. “Haven’t we all?” He smiled and took off his coal 
scuttle helmet, wrapped in chicken coop wires. 

“Amen.” The German girl made the sign of the cross. 

“Tell me about it...” A porcelain girl with platinum blonde hair braided 
pigtails smirked. The morning sun glared on the round lenses of her silver 
eyeglasses. 

Harold stood by his sister, next to the slain Perpetua. He released his finger 
from the trigger. “Is it over, Halfrida?’” He turned to his sister. “Did we win?” 

Halfrida shook her head. “Not yet.” She tilted her head at him, holding her 
handgun aloft on one hand. “This war of ours is just beginning...” 

I figured my sister would say that. Harold sighed. To understand his sister, he 
reflected on the paths he chose, twelve months ago. The present became 
meaningless and the music faded as he looked back to a rainy summer morning, 
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THE DAWNING DAY 


Chapter One: Confront The Past! 
(Wise Man and Renate; July 31", 2014) 


“It’s time we confront the past. Good thing we have enough guns to start World War LI.” 
-Halfrida Brotzman 


bedroom. Both wore matching spaghetti strap tank top and boy shorts. 

The lights were on, the ceiling fan spun. Window blinds on the wall to 
their right were closed, the morning sun piercing the exposed slits. An MP3 player 
on the desk between two windows played ‘Muss 7 Denn’, a German Folk song. 

The younger twin sat on a stool, a saint medallion slung around his neck. “TI 
must go, I must go to the city now,” he hummed. “The city now, and you, my 
dear, stay here?” His sapphire eyes stared at the makeup table’s mirror. A large 
diagonal scar stretched across his fair face. The other twin stood beside him, 
braiding the light brown tresses of his wig. 

The song ‘Zehntausend Manw filled the room. In his best feminine voice, he 
spoke over the military music. “I am but a demure princess on this Godforsaken 
land.” His tone maintained a constant pitch. “I long for my tall blonde, blue-eyed 
knight in polished jackboots and matte-black coal scuttle helmet, his rifle aloft. A 
true Hero of Catholic Education!” 

“You sound just like me, Harold!” She gigeled. “It’s as if you’re totally going 
out with my boyfriend!” 

“Are you sure about that, Halfrida?” Harold chuckled, speaking in his actual 
voice. “My voice has been cracking lately. I feared P’'d be seen as a drag queen.” 

“No.” Halfrida tilted her head to the side. A mischievous grin on her face 
widened. “You’re the daughter our late parents wanted—the sister I vowed to 
protect.” She gestured at the mirror and stepped back. “Do you like it, Harold?” 

Harold studied the braids she did to his light brown wig. “Perfect as always, 
Halfrida.” He eyed his sister. “We’re beautiful treasures in God’s eyes.” 

“Then let me do your makeup.” Halfrida rummaged her hand through a vast 
array of cosmetics was piled on the makeup table. Halfrida covered her brother’s 
scat with a layer of concealer. The scar disappeared after a little extra touchup. Her 
cold sapphire eyes shifted between her brother’s face and the reflection. 

“And Pll load our guns for us.” Harold reached his out to a SIG Sauer P210, 
a Cz75 Tactical Sports and paper boxes of 9mm Parabellum and .40 S&W rounds 
next to the cosmetics. Several empty magazines for both handguns were laid on 
top of the boxes. 

He took the box of 9mm rounds and the empty magazines and rested them 
on his lap. The MP3 played a Connie Froebess cover of ‘Midi-Midinette’. Humming 
to the upbeat rhythm, Harold loaded individual rounds into each magazine. With 
the Imm mags loaded, he grabbed his SIG Sauer from the table. 

The handcrafted gun was a safety-less deluxe sports model with a silver 
finish. Engraved roses and thorny stems etched the slide. Etched on a small space 
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between the slide and the adjustable sights and trigger were the words ‘Rubm und 
Ehre der Katholischen Ausbildung’ (Fame and Honor to Catholic Education!). 

The gtips had ornate and laminated icons on both sides. The right side 
featured St. John Neumann. The left had St. Elizabeth Ann Seton. His hand 
wrapped around the grips, Harold slid a magazine into his gun and pulled the slide 
back. A Parabellum loaded in the chamber. 

The SIG Sauer and its spare mags loaded, Harold worked on Halfrida’s Cz75 
Tactical Sports. The matte-black handgun was a fine rugged piece of Czech 
engineering. The rear and front sights gleamed with a red glow. The enlarged 
pistol grips smooth to the touch. 

“Were you also crossdressing as me while you were away?” Halfrida asked, 
working on his eyeshadow and eyeliner. 

“On a few occasions,” he admitted, “far too many to name.” 

“Keep practicing. It’ll come in handy once summer vacation ends and senior 
year begins early September.” 

“September?” Harold blurted. “I thought Catholic high schools in and 
around Philadelphia begin each school year in late August like everyone else?” 

“Things are different here than at Bishop Dowell High back in Arlington.” 
She applied lipstick across his luscious lips. 

“T see.” He pursed his red lips. 

“If you ever feel homesick and want to attend classes at Bishop Dowell again, 
just say the word. Halfrida will revert back to “Halfrida.” 

“And Harold will be back to “Harold?” 

“Uh-huh. My boyfriend, our godparents and friends will be none the wiser.” 

The twins walked into their bedroom’s walk-in closet. They came out in a 
school uniform. Brown jumper dresses over white short-sleeve blouses, matching 
brown tights and polished oxfords. A gold and brown diamond with the letters 
‘SE’ embroidered on their dresses. Circling the diamond were the words ‘St. 
Eustace Catholic High School for Girls.’ 

Halfrida went to the bedroom door and opened it. She left the room. Harold 
picked up their handguns and mags from the makeup table and concealed them 
inside their handbags at the desk. He ran out of the room, slamming the door shut 
behind him. 

Outside, dark storm clouds blotted out the morning sun. “It’s going to rain 
soon.” Harold tilted his chin upward. “Are you sure you want us to visit our 
parents’ graves in this weather?” 

“T still need to pay my last respects,” Halfrida told him. “A bit of rain won’t 
stop us.” It’s been too long since Mom and Dad saw us together.” 

A matte-black Mercedes-Benz 600 Grofer rolled up on the driveway. Built like 
a Panzer, the six-door luxury sedan sported armored plating, tinted windows sharp 
enough to sever limbs, and picture-proof Pennsylvanian license plates. 

The chauffeur behind the wheel honked the horn. The twins covered their 
ears. The deafening sound engulfed the entire block with the wrath of a mad 
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dictator. The glass windows of nearby houses shattered. Cracks formed on the 
granite paths to their empty driveways. Yet the twins’ house emerged unscathed. 

Thunder crackled overhead. Rain poured. The angels in Heaven were spilling 
their drinks at the same time. “Let’s hurry to Arlington before the weather 
worsens!” Harold shouted, his ears ringing. 

“Pm right behind you!” Halfrida yelled back. 

They rushed to the car and hopped in the backseat. 

2 KK 

Outside Washington DC, a rainstorm intensified at a fog-shrouded cemetery 
in Arlington. Harold and Halfrida strolled past seemingly endless rows of 
gravestones. A few white marble mausoleums stood in the distance, concealed 
behind the thick fog. They carried umbrellas to keep themselves dry. 

A powerful wind blasted them. Moist air tore against their faces like 
sandpaper and shaving razors. Neither wanted to return to their car, an armored 
Mercedes parked in a lot outside the cemetery gates. 

They approached their parents’ graves. A simple granite gravestone with the 
surname “Brotzman” carved on it. John and Petra, the twins’ parents, had their 
dates of birth and death below. Both spouses died on March 21, 2014. 

“Here we are,” Harold spoke in a hushed tone, “Mom and Dad’s resting 
place.” He tilted his head toward his sister. “Neither of us attended the funeral.” 

“We had our own excuses.” A tear rolled down Halfrida face. She dropped 
down to her knees and sobbed. 

“But were they good ones?” Harold sighed. 

“No such excuses,” she told her brother. “No excuse at all.” 

“You were always closer to Mom and Dad, weren’t you?” 

“...] was!” Halfrida answered. “I’m the older twin here! I acted tough when 
they wanted me to look after you!” She wiped her tears away. “At the parochial 
school we attended as children, I protected you from the nuns and other kids who 
bullied us. Bullied us because of crossdressing, this pastime we both enjoyed.” 

“Then there’s that one time we got suspended and...” Harold’s eyebrows 
rose. Painful memories of his childhood flooded his mind. “Wait, I don’t want to 
think about back then. We’re here today, and all I want to focus on is our futures.” 

“Sorry if I reminded you of them.” Halfrida gazed at the tombstone. 

“But why did you have to remind me about our childhood?” 

“The past has scarred us,” she explained. “Neither of us are saints.” 

“That’s quite a moot point. We still have our futures ahead of us.” 

Halfrida scoffed her brother. “If that’s what you think.” She got up and 
folded her arms. “I bet you apply that same mindset to our family’s past, huh?” 

“Of course,” Harold replied. “Our family did business with Hitler and the 
Nazis. We gave them enough guns to start World War II. I always get embarrassed 
and flustered whenever people talk about it.” 

“T don’t buy that.” Halfrida kneeled at the foot of the gravestone and laid a 
bouquet of flowers. “Our dead parents are a sign that our family past has caught 
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up with us.” She clenched her fists. “It’s time we confront the past. Good thing 
we have enough guns to start World War III.” 

Thunder roared. Twin lightning bolts flashed overhead. The wind died down. 
Harold’s knee-length jumper dress no longer fluttered as much as before. “Can we 
really do the impossible?” 

“Nothing’s impossible with God.” Halfrida stood up. “Give ourselves unto 
Him, and He'll be shielding us in Brotzmanskrieg—Brotzman’s War, this war of 
outs.” She walked back to Harold’s side. “Come on, let’s go home.” 

“But Arlington zs our home.” He pointed at the grass beneath their feet. “We 
grew up here, in this city.” 

“We live in Lansdale, Harold.” She faced in the opposite direction, toward 
the cemetery gates. “Philly is our new home now.” Halfrida strutted away from her 
parents’ grave with nothing to lose. She straddled her handbag as she went. 

Harold shook his head. I just hope you know what you're doing. He followed after 
her. The twins disappeared behind the white veil. 

KK 

The sun hung over the twins’ neighborhood of well-to-do old folks. The 
outside ait was moist and hot, a few pale clouds in the skies above. Harold and 
Halfrida stood trudged up the brick steps of their front porch. Their armored 
Mercedes drove off, turning right on a nearby intersection before disappearing 
behind the houses. 

As his sister reached into her leather handbag, Harold dug into his. “I'll open 
it,” he volunteered. 

“Fine,” Halfrida responded, pulling her hand away from her handbag. She 
motioned him to open the door. 

Harold inserted the house key into the keyhole. Turning it counterclockwise, 
the tumbler lock was unlocked. He twisted the doorknob, pushed the door open 
and went inside. Halfrida closed the door behind him. 

The twins treaded on the hardwood floors to the living room. The room was 
decorated with antique German furniture. A coffee table between two ornate, 
handcrafted artisan couches in the center of the room. A brick fireplace embedded 
on the wall in the other side of the room. A crucifix hung on the wall to the twins’ 
left. Below it, a television set above an oak furnished shelf of Catholic books. 

“What time is it?” Harold asked his sister. “Do you know?” 

Halfrida said nothing. Instead, she pointed at a Swiss cuckoo on the wall 
between the fireplace and a door to the backyard patio. 

The cuckoo clock chimed. A cuckoo bird popped out of its birdhouse, 
chirping. The small hand on the clock was at twelve, displayed as the Roman 
numeral ‘XII’. The other hand was at the top of the hour. The cuckoo bird 
retreated back to its birdhouse. A music box rendition of “Swedish Rhapsody’ 
played for several seconds. 

“T guess that answers my question.” Harold smiled. 

Arms crossed, Halfrida grinned at her brother. “Good thing you didn’t sell 
that clock after Mom and Dad died.” 
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“Of course, why wouldn’t I?” Harold’s shoulders rose. He strolled across the 
living room and entered the kitchen through an entranceway on the far right 
corner. His sister followed him. 

In the kitchen, a breakfast table stood in the kitchen to the twins’ left. Three 
windows overlooked a set of steps to the house’s spacious backyard, a wooden 
fence enclosing it. The twins’ pet German Shepherd, Tanja, slept in front of her 
doghouse on the other side of the backyard. 

Harold looked away from the windows. He strolled away from his sister, 
passed an island table, and opened the fridge. The fridge was decked out with 
shelves of food and drinks. Harold grabbed a glass bottle of Eagle’s Flight root 
beer. Twisting the cap, he drank while fridge door was left open. 

His sister sighed. Halfrida frowned as she pulled up a seat at the breakfast 
table, dropping her handbag on the seat cushion of an adjacent chair. 

“Are you hungry, Halfrida?” Harold set the half-full bottle on the island table. 

Halfrida shook her head. 

“Want a drink?” 

“Got any whiskey or vodka?” 

“No, we’re still underage.” 

“Pm sure we have some alcohol stored somewhere in this house.” She rested 
her lower arms on the table. “We’re not the only ones who live here.” 

“Same goes for our friends. Your boyfriend just turned nineteen, I think.” 
Harold frowned. “They may be vacationing down south, but even they aren’t 
stupid enough to drink their sorrows away!” 

“Then just leave me the hell alone!” 

This isn't like ber, he thought. Concerned, Harold sat on the other chair next to 
his sister. “Is something on your mind?” 

Pressing her elbow on the table, Halfrida laid her cheek on her hand. She 
rolled her eyes. “Don’t you have better things to do, Mr. State Chancellor of the 
Republic Program?” 

“What’s on your mind?” Harold said. “After we paid our last respects to 
Mom and Dad, you’ve been gloomy. They may be gone, but we still have our 
whole lives ahead of us.” He patted his sister’s shoulder with a smile. “Cheer up.” 

Halfrida knocked Harold’s hand off her shoulder. 

“Come on, you can’t be like this forever. The last thing I want is my sister 
being distraught and sad.” 

“Do I have tor” 

“You can tell me anything. We’re siblings—family, after all.” 

She sighed. “Okay. Got loads of time to kill?” 

“Pve always got time for family,” Harold told her. “Even you should know.” 

Halfrida worked up the nerve to speak up. Without a shot of vodka or 
whiskey, all she wanted to do was mope and grieve. “You knew what I meant 
when I said ‘the past caught up to us?” 

Harold shook his head. “I don’t.” He got up and snatched his drink from the 
island table. “Does it have anything to do with me being State Chancellor of the 
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Republic? That ’m helping America’s Catholic bishops rebuild their Catholic 
schools? How the Republic Program gave birth to the Greater American Catholic 
School System (GACSS)?” 

“You enjoy hearing yourself speak, don’t your” Halfrida folded her arms. 
“Gosh, you talk too much!” 

My sister can be a tough nut to crack, Harold thought. “What’s with that attitude? 
It’s not like you!” He returned to his seat and drank more of the root beer. 

Tears poured out of Halfrida’s eyes. A tear managed to land on the table. She 
wiped the tears with her wrists and looked at her brother. “What are you talking 
about?” she sobbed. “The past caught up with us!” 

“Again, what are you talking about?” Harold complained. “I don’t get it!” 

“You want to know?” 

Harold nodded. “Of course, I'll listen to everything you have to say.” 

“Our past caught up with us, thanks to Brotzmanskrieg. You know how it 
began. Two years ago, the Catholic School Underground—these homeschoolers— 
declared a secret war against us ‘Ryanites.”” 

“What about Emperor Raynerson and his Underground?” Harold leaned 
forward. “Care to elaborate?” 

“What are we fighting for, Harold?” Halfrida’s tone reflected the emptiness 
in her heart and soul. “It’s easy to get lost in this war against the Underground.” 

“Did you forget?” 

“You never gave me a convincing reason, dear brother.” 

“Underground saw GACSS as a competitor,” he explained. “A blind fanatic 
of Catholic homeschooling, Emperor Raynerson saw us as a threat.” 

“Again, like I said earlier,” she added, “Our past caught up with us. Mom and 
Dad died because of our past.” 

Harold sighed. She’s never going to stop saying that, he thought. “Tell me, how’d 
our family’s past kill our parents?” 

“Simple, they got caught in crossfire.” Halfrida pointed at her brother. “You 
were always ashamed of our family’s past! If you weren’t so damn guilt-ridden, we 
wouldn’t be here!” 

“Ts it wrong to create a new, admirable legacy for one’s own family?” 

“Does it matter? Because you were so ashamed of the past, Emperor 
Raynerson decided to screw us over!” Halfrida struck the table with a clenched 
fist. “That’s why millions are fighting to defend GACSS in exotic lands.” 

Harold lamented. “And all we wanted to do is spread the Republic Program 
to the West Coast, annex the Dweller World, and have fairer shares of 
Anomalies.” He grimaced. “Despite two years of bloodshed, the war’s still going 
strong...perhaps you’re right: Emperor Raynerson has gone too far!” 

“Yes.” Halfrida sighed. “But damn, why you do seem like you have it all?” 

“Tt’s not like I had a choice in the matter,” Harold said. “If you’re planning to 
crossdress as me, you better know what you’re doing.” 
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Halfrida snickered. “Why should I?” She pointed at him. “You open your 
mouth, nobody cares.” She then pointed at her handbag. “I open my purse, 
everybody obeys.” 

“Because they realize youll shoot them if they don’t listen.” Harold sipped 
his drink. “Look, whenever you’re in my position, always commit to every 
responsibility I have within Brotgmanskrieg.” 

Halfrida pondered, “Such as...?” 

“Keeping up with two separate appearances.” Harold held up a finger. “Out 
here in the Real World, ’m working with the Republic Program to help the 
bishops rebuild their Catholic schools.” 

He held up another finger. “On the other hand, Pm working with the RGA 
to battle the Underground. It can be pretty hectic.” 

Halfrida snapped her fingers. “Like running GACSS from the ruins of 
Setonbureg?” 

“T guess.” Harold cocked his head to the side, confused by his sister’s 
analogy. “That’s why I want to ask you one more time: are you sure you want to 
do this? I don’t mind if you say no.” 

“Why the hell would I say no?” Halfrida raised her voice. The jealousy got to 
her head. “I want it all, dammit!” 

“And you will!” Harold said. “Mark my words, Halfrida.” The doorbell rang. 
“Could you get that for me?” 

“You do it,” she replied with an attitude. 

“In the clothes ’m wearing? No way!” 

“Just do it!” Halfrida shouted. 

Harold scooted out of his chair and went to the front door. 
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Chapter Two: Full-Spectrum Dominance 


(Wise Man; July 31°, 2014) 
‘Who rules Eden commands the Otherworld; 
Who rules Otherworld commands the Dweller W orld; 
Who rules Dweller World commands the Secret School Economies. 
And who commands the Secret School Economies commands the Earth.” 
-Preamble of the Rosy War Peace Treaty 


and sapphire eyes. She was standing erect on the porch when Harold 
opened the door. It was his personal secretary and girlfriend, unaware that 
he was standing before her. “Hey,” she greeted. “Are you Harold’s twin sister?” 

“Allison,” Harold said to her in his regular voice. “Why are you here?” 

Her eyebrows shot up, surprised. Allison wanted to see her boyfriend again 
and maybe walk Tanja the German Shepherd. Seeing his true self left her stunned. 
“Harold, is that your” 

Things got awkward real fast. “Listen, I could explain everything...” 

Allison laughed herself to death at the front porch. “What, have you decided 
to come out?” She cracked a smile. “Are you as gay as your godmother?” 

“Tt’s nothing like that!” 

“Then what is it?” Allison smirked. 

Halfrida’s voice traveled across the house. “Who the hell’s at the door?” 

“My girlfriend,’ Harold hollered. 

Allison pointed at the pathway to the living room. “That’s your twin sister?” 

“Yes,” Harold answered, “She’s at the breakfast table. Why’re you here? I 
didn’t ask you to walk Tanja for me later today.” 

“To be honest,” Allison told him, “Your sister asked me to come over.” 

Harold cocked his head to the side. “She did?” 

Allison nodded. “I came to talk to her in person.” She wrapped her hands 
around the sides of her waists. 

“Then you know about her grandiose plan,” Harold said. “Apparently, she 
wants to consolidate the Confederation Program, unite GACSS with all the 
Catholic schools out west, and win Brotzmanskrieg within one yeat.” 

“What’s this plan called?” 

“The ‘Great Leaps Westward,” he replied. 

“Okay then...why’re you crossdressing?” 

“We played dress up when we were little,” he said in a nonchalant tone. 

“So your sister was telling the truth,’ Allison recalled. “I figured you’d say 
that, after what she told me a few nights ago.” 

Why am I surprised to hear this? The crossdressing habits he shared with his 
sister were meant to be a secret between them. “Hold on, did Halfrida tell your” 

“She did,” Allison replied. “And I agreed to attend classes with you at St. 
Eustace this coming September.” 


T he twins’ Mercedes floored it after dropping off a girl with chestnut hair 
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Harold was speechless. 

Allison patted his shoulder. “You have nothing to fear. Your secret is safe.” 

“Promise me you won’t tell anyone?” Harold’s voice was as serious as a heart 
attack. “I won’t forgive you if you do.” 

“Why would I do thatr’” Allison gestured her boyfriend to step aside. 

Harold nodded. “Make yourself at home.” 

Allison stepped into the twins’ home. She held Harold’s hand as he escorted 
her through the living room and into the kitchen. 

Once seated beside his girlfriend at the breakfast table, Harold spoke to her. 
“Can I get you something to drink?” 

“One bottle of Eagle’s Flight please,” Allison replied. 

Harold nodded. He got up and went to the fridge. 

Allison turned to Halfrida. “What do you know about Brotgzmanskrieg?”’ 

Before Halfrida could respond, Harold returned to Allison with an opened 
bottle of Eagle’s Flight. “Here, Allison, just for you.” 

“Thanks, Harold.” Allison took the bottle from him and twisted the cap. She 
downed half of the bottle and settled the bottle on the table. “Anyway, you were 
saying, Halfridar” 

“T have a plan to help GACSS achieve the goals it’s been striving to achieve,” 
Halfrida told Allison. “Everything will be revealed in due time. But to do that, I 
have to trust you first.” 

“Can you trust your brother?” Allison pointed at Harold. “If you can trust 
him, you should be fine with me.” 

“Of course, why didn’t I think of that?” Halfrida stroked her chin. 

Allison folded her arms. “Again, what do you know about the situation?” 

“The bishops in the South formed the Confederation Program because they 
had doubts about the Republic Program,” Halfrida reported. “The ones out west 
weren’t convinced enough about our successes.” 

“As for the Underground,” she continued, “Don’t get me started about these 
alliances they made. It’s got ‘diplomatic disaster’ written all over it.” 

“Even though you were the one who caused them?” Harold interjected. 

Halfrida ignored him. “Victory against the Underground is a long ways off, 
Allison. Our paramilitary armed forces, the RGA (Ryanischen fiir eine Grofkatholische 
Alusbildung, “Ryanites for a Catholic Education’), is outnumbered and outgunned. 
Too many have died. Everyone is growing tired of this war, including myself.” 

Allison’s jaw dropped. “B-but I...I thought we were winning?” 

“Not really,’ Harold said. “The Underground formed its version of the 
‘Allied Powers’ and will not accept anything less than unconditional surrender.” 

“What will it take to end Brotzmanskrieg?” Allison eyed Halfrida. 

“Like I told you earlier: the Great Leaps Westward,” Halfrida replied. “A 
series of surgical, methodical, and decisive actions designed to bring a swift end to 
the war by the summer of next year. The goal: ‘Full-Spectrum Dominance.” 

“Full-Spectrum Dominance?” Allison cocked her head to the side. 
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“Complete domination over everything our little slice of God’s Creation has 
to offer,’ Harold explained. “The Otherworld and its natural resources, 
Anomalies; the subterranean Dweller World and its hardy peoples; and the Secret 
School Economies dotted all over Earth—the ‘Real World.” 

“Who rules Eden commands the Otherworld,”’ Halfrida recanted. ““Who 
tules Otherworld commands the Dweller World. Who rules Dweller World 
commands the Secret School Economies. And who commands the Secret School 
Economies commands the Earth.” 

“Isn’t that the Preamble of the Peace Treaty to the last war, the Rosy War?” 
Allison pondered. 

The Brotzman twins nodded. “GACSS’ efforts must be directed at the 
Otherworld’s continent of Eden,” Halfrida stressed. “This war will end if we 
wrestle control away from Emperor Raynerson’s Underground. Everything else 
will fall like dominos.” 

“So what’s the first step in your plan?” Harold asked his sister. 

“GACSS, unlike other school systems, host elections every two school years,” 
Halfrida said. “In the Republic Program, students vote for their Representatives in 
the Convention, its governing body. So instead of having multiple parties, I want 
one party running the Republic.” 

“Why let just one party run things?” 

“Full-Spectrum Dominance also extends to the home front as well, Harold.” 
Halfrida held up her index finger. “That should be out first step toward dissolving 
the Confederation and centralizing the necessary clout for real progress.” 

“So where do we begin?” Allison asked. 

“Harold and I have plans to visit Ss. John Neumann and Elizabeth Ann 
Seton Catholic High School in South Philly,” Halfrida suggested. “Neumann- 
Seton is the largest, most prestigious Catholic high school in America. And one of 
my cousins, the one I trust the most, spent his sophomore year there last spring.” 

“You never me told about Ulrich being in America, Halfrida,” said Harold. 

“That’s because you’re ‘different’ from Cousin Ulrich and his side of the 
family,” she told him. “You’re not an ice-cold killer who can stomach things.” 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” 

Halfrida held out her hand to Allison. “Are you coming?” 

Allison nodded. “Count me in.” She shook Halfrida’s hand. 

KKK 

Ss. John Neumann and Elizabeth Ann Seton Catholic High School opened in 
the 1920s, built out of an old parish for German immigrants and German- 
Americans since the 1840s. The imposing Neo-Gothic school building stood three 
stories tall and spanned almost ten acres in diameter. Three thousand students 
attended the school each year. 

Perched atop the roof, on a ledge between two spires, a student observed the 
traffic along the road in front of the school. He scanned the area with binoculars 
slung around his neck. A beach umbrella shielded him from the sun’s rosy fingers. 
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The twins’ armored Mercedes drove straight into the school parking lot. He 
reached for his radio, resting on the ledge. 

He spoke into it. “Berlin to visitor, I say again, Berlin to visitor. Please state 
your purpose here.” 

Halfrida’s voice came on the other end. “Berlin, this is Renate,” she declared. 
“We are here visit some people.” 

“Fair enough,” the student said. “Enjoy your stay.” 

A flagpole with the Republic Program’s ensign fluttered. A green cross within 
a white cross over a blue background graced the royal flag. The Mercedes stopped 
by the curbside in front of concrete steps. Harold, Halfrida and Allison got out 
through the backseat doors. 

Harold wore his Bishop Dowell uniform. White dress shirt, light-gray sweater 
vest, dark-eray tie, khaki pants, and a pair of polished black oxfords. Allison and 
his sister were still clad in St. Eustace uniforms. 

The Mercedes sped away from the parking lot. They trudged up the steps and 
opened one of the sturdy steel doors at the entrance. Past the entrance, they 
treaded the school’s marble floors and approached a lobby with four 
interconnecting hallways. 

A small lounge of antique furniture was situated at the center. Up ahead was 
a mahogany-furnished stairway between the two of the hallways. The stairway 
went up to three stories of classrooms and other rooms. All the afterschool clubs 
at the school were having club meetings that day. 

Impressive, Harold thought, his chin tilted up. 

“ve never been to this school before,” Allison said. 

“Neither of you haven’t?” Halfrida pondered. 

Allison shook her head. “No, have your” 

“Well, my godparents visited the place on a few occasions,” Halfrida replied. 

Allison pranced a few steps forward. The twins trailed behind her. 

From a hallway on their left, someone blew a whistle. “Achtung!” Hobnailed 
jackboots echoed through the hall. Three blonde, blue-eyed Neumann-Seton boys 
accosted them at the entrance. The marble floor crackled as they approached. 

The boys’ school uniform was similar to Harold’s, except they wore black 
blazers and neckties. The brass dove pin on the collars of their white dress shirts 
was the emblem of the Civil Guard. They saluted Harold, greeting him with 
German accents. “Guten Morgen, Herr Staatskanzlen” 

“Guten Morgen, Jungs,’ Harold saluted hack. “I know.” He reached into his 
pocket for his student ID and motioned Allison and his sister to do the same. 
“This is the part where you all say zhre Papiere bitte—‘your papers please.” 

All three nodded. They held out their hands to them. 

“Sind Sie Reste?” Halfrida asked the boys. She wanted to know if they were 
‘Remnants’, one of the Ryanites’ allies. 

The boys nodded. “Jawohl.” They glanced at the student IDs. The one 
holding Halfrida’s realized her Bishop Dowell-issue ID was counterfeit. On the 
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card, the ‘B’ in ‘Bishop Dowell’ was printed as a lower case letter. “Your papers 
are not in order.” He grabbed Halfrida’s arm. “Fraulein, youre coming with us.” 

“You're making a mistake, Arsch/och!” Halfrida pointed at herself with her left 
hand. “Do you know who I am?” She pointed at the name printed on the fake ID. 
I’m Halfrida Renate Brotzman!” 

The boy shuddered and trembled. The name ‘Halfrida Brotzman’ conjured 
images of an out-of-control wingnut, a ‘Princess of Terror’. “Es tut mir leid, Fraulein 
Brotzman\” He bowed his head. 

“Damn right!” Halfrida shoved his chest. “You better let me go unless you 
want your wife and kids to be deported by the ICE!” 

He released his grasp over Halfrida’s arm. “Uh, Wikommen in Neumann- 
Seton!” He and his accomplices walked away. 

“Whoa,” Allison said in shock, “I’ve never seen that happen before. Had 
Halfrida been someone else, they’d just take to the main office anyway.” 

“Or in this case, kicked out of school grounds for not having a student ID,” 
Harold added. “Regardless, we need to figure where the other parties are.” 

“Since you’re State Chancellor,” Halfrida asked him, “How many parties does 
the Republic’s Convention have?” 

“It depends. Are we talking establishment or opposition?” 

“Let’s start with the establishment first.” 

“Two.” He held up two fingers. “They're the Social Democratic ‘Dove 
Lobby’ and the Catholic Democratic ‘Hawk Lobby.” He wrapped his arm around 
Allison. “Both of us ate with the Hawk Lobby.” 

Halfrida folded her arms. “And who are the opposition?” 

“Well.” Harold stroked his chin. “There’s the Virgin Mary Cosplay Parade 
and Catholic Identity First.” 

“Catholic Identity First it is,’ Halfrida suggested. 

“Are you sure?” Harold said. “There’s five other parties we could consult.” 

“Uh-uh, Catholic Identity First before everything else.” 

“If you say so.” Harold turned to Allison. 

Allison asked Harold, “Where are we going?” 

“The school chapel,” he replied. 

The three advanced past the lobby, entering the hallway on the right side of 
the stairs. Most rooms on ground floor, like the art room, gymnasium, and 
auditorium, were closed during summer breaks. Aside from the main office, only 
the spacious chapel was open. As they approached the lobby, someone tapped and 
tapped on the keyboards of a mechanical organ. 

A decades-old Catholic school song penetrated the reinforced steel chapel 
doors like a Tungsten-carbide-tipped armored piercing shell. Harold and the girls 
knew it as the anthem of GACSS. ‘For Christ the King (An Army of Youth)’, a 
hymn by Father Daniel Lord, SJ. 

Harold and Halfrida opened the sturdy wooden doors. Allison hummed the 
hymn’s melody whilst following the twins into the chapel. They strolled past 
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empty rows of church pews. Towards the altar, a teenage organist and a young 
man lingered around the mechanical organs. 

The organist seated before the musical instrument in a Neumann-Seton 
uniform. He had ash-blonde hair parted to the side, his sideburns and the hair on 
the back of his neck tapered. 

The man with a similar hairstyle hovered beside him, his arm leaning on the 
instrument. Unlike the boy, he wore a two-piece double breasted suit and a light 
gray fedora with a black ribbon. Golden RGA rm shields, small decorative badges 
shaped like medieval shields, pinned to the sleeves draping his upper arms. They 
bore names like ‘Other-Orlando’ and ‘Mothers Den’ to commemorate campaigns. 

Harold walked up to them before Halftida or Allison could. “Peter 
MacDonald, it’s good to see you again, and still among the living.” 

“Likewise,” Peter responded. “That was some hellish action you and your 
friends did in the Dweller city of Setonburg.” 

Harold tilted his head toward the organist. “Welcome to America, Cousin.” 

Ulrich Brotzman stopped playing. “Guten Morgen, Cousin Harold.” He stood 
up and shook Harold’s hand. Afterwards, he embraced Halfrida. “Cousin Halfrida, 
Mein Gott, we're all getting old! Life in Brazil with my four siblings and three other 
cousins got boring after you came back to the United States.” 

“T can imagine that.” Halfrida chuckled. 

Ulrich gazed at Allison. Allison placed her hands behind her waist. “And who 
is this lovely Fraulein?” 

“This is Allison Schmidt, my brother’s girlfriend and secretary.” Halfrida 
gestured at Allison. 

“Please to meet you.” Allison shook Ulrich’s hand. 

“Let me guess...” Ulrich stroked his chin. “Is this girl of his a...P” 

“No, no, it’s nothing like that at all.” She whispered into his ear. “Do not 
fear. Fraulein Schmidt is of good German stock. The blood in her veins can be 
traced back to a humble family of farmers outside Stettin.” 

“Nein, that’s not what I meant,” Ulrich whispered back. “You, Cousin 
Harold, and your side know me. I am not a Nazi like the rest of the family.” 

“Come on, don’t be like that.” Halfrida gigeled. “I was just playing with you.” 

Ulrich removed his arms around Halfrida and approached Allison. “You are 
Harold’s boyfriend?” 

Allison nodded. “Are you supposed to be his Cousin?” 

“Jawobl,’ he confirmed. “My name is Ulrich Brotzman. I come from Santa 
Catarina, the richest part of Brazil.” 

“Brazil?” Allison said. “For a moment, I was expecting you to be speaking in 
a Brazilian, not German, accent.” 

“That’s the first thing that comes out of your mouth?” Ulrich laughed. 

“Excuse me?” Allison’s nose crinkled. “What the hell are you smoking?” 

“God,” Ulrich retorted. “What else could I be high on?” 

“This is going the beginning of a terrible relationship as cousins-in-law,” 
Allison told him. “TI’d hate to see you as the best man at my wedding.” 
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“Gru Gott” Ulrich pressed his hand against his forehead. “I hope not!” He 
shook his head. 

Ulrich walked away from Allison and returned to Harold. “Cousin, why are 
you here?” he whispered. 

“My sister hatched this crazy plan to accomplish GACSS’ goals,” he told him. 
“Annex the Confederation Program, spread influence out west, end 
Brotzmanskrieg. She calls it the Great Leaps Westward.” 

“Some ambitious plan she’s got,” he whispered back. “And you’re convinced 
that she can find that answer by making deals with Opa Horst, my grandpa? He’s 
the old 44 bastard that you despise the most.” 

“You know about my sister’s deals?” 

“Opa told me that her boyfriend, Chandler, was going to visit him.” 

“A little bit of Realpolitik doesn’t hurt, yes?” 

“Ey, do you realize who you’re dealing with?” 

“In these desperate times, Cousin, Halfrida thinks we need a little ‘Querfront’ 
—a ‘Crossfront’"—with your Opa. His three hundred trillion dollars’ worth of secret 
assets will come in handy.” 

“But that’s like making a deal with the Devil himself!” Ulrich questioned. 

“Listen, I don’t like this as much as you do. As soon as we achieve our goals, 
we whack him, got itr” 

“Clear as holy water.” Ulrich smiled. “Then let’s talk more in the school 
courtyard.” He hollered at Peter MacDonald. “Ey, Peter.’ He bellowed a whistle. 

“You got something for me?” Peter responded. 

“Tell your brothers, Timothy and Republic Representative Henry, that I sent 
my condolences to their fourth brother, Joseph. The boy died with heroism to 
rescue Cousin Halfrida in Setonburg.” 

Harold snickered. Correction: my best friend’s quadruplet sister murdered him by 
accident. He stayed silent and towed the narrative that the RGA gave to the late 
Joseph MacDonald’s family. 

KKK 

The courtyard was situated in the center of the school. Cobblestone blocks 
formed footpaths between the exit doors and several wooden benches flanking a 
large, painted statue of the schools patron saints. Two children, a young boy and a 
gitl, stood beside the saints. Someone had planted matte-black Stab/belms—coal 
scuttle helmets—on the children’s heads. Decals of the RGA insignia stamped on 
the sides of the coal scuttle helmets. 

Harold, his sister, cousin and girlfriend were all seated on a bench in front of 
the statue. The saints were like witnesses to their conversation. 

“Opa Horst doing business with GACSS and the American bishops is bad 
for everyone involved,” Ulrich warned the three. “There’s a possibility that he 
might be the one pulling the strings on the Ostara Conspiracy.” 

“The Neo-Nazi terrorist group that’s been a thorn on me and Harold’s side?” 
Halfrida clenched her teeth. “That witch Lady Ostara has been getting on my 
nerves since the beginning of this war.” 
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“Yet ’'m surprised that neither you nor Harold is aware of her ties to Horst.” 
Ulrich shook his head in disapproval. “Never forget: my Opa wants to rebuild the 
Third Reich, even if it means bathing the world in nuclear fire.” 

“He will go that far?” Harold blared. 

“Believe me.” Ulrich folded his hands in a relaxed manner. “Moving on, what 
do you find appealing about Catholic Identity First?” 

Halfrida crossed her legs, the sun’s rays touching her white knee socks. “We 
need hardcore, uncompromising Roman Catholic youths as Republic 
Representatives ASAP. To end Brotzmanskrieg and rebuild American Catholic 
Education means putting Catholic Identity First.” 

“Very true,’ Ulrich agreed. “GACSS is beginning to find itself at a 
crossroads. We must be quick and decisive or we ‘Ryanites’ risk losing the war to 
either Emperor Raynerson or Lady Ostara. Either rival cannot best us.” 

“That’s why we came to you.” Halfrida pointed at him. “We need an 
administrative genius trustworthy enough run for ‘Speaker of the Convention.” 

“Ts Father Leonard giving you and Harold problems?” 

“No,” she clarified. “It’s more like we need somebody with the brains and 
the connections to run GACSS with me and Harold. Our Onke/ can’t keep up and 
he’s way past his retirement. Plus, he’s not as connected to people in the Church 
as you ate.” 

“T can imagine how tough things are for the old Augustinian priest.” 

Allison spoke. “Ulrich, may I ask you something?” 

“Ask,” Ulrich replied. “I’m all ears.” 

“What does it mean to put Catholic Identity First?” Allison asked. 

“It means more than instilling a new generation the knowledge to forge a 
better tomorrow,” Ulrich explained. “It means forging a deeper appreciation and 
love of the Catholic faith through a Christ-centered curriculum. Where each 
student experiences both faith and prayer in their daily school life. To instill within 
them the conviction, will, and drive to uphold and spread the faith to all nations. 
That’s what Catholic Identity First is all about.” 

“Gotcha,” Allison said. 

“Like hymns to my ears,” Halfrida agreed, uncrossing her legs. “It’s for that 
reason why my Cousin over here is an excellent choice over the other opposition 
parties.” She turned to her brother. “See? This time, I made the right choice.” 

“Why are you telling me this?” Harold’s shoulders rose. 

Halfrida sighed. “Never mind, forget what I said.” 

Harold asked Ulrich. “What would it take for you to be my Speaker?” 

Ulrich stroked his chin. “We’re going to need a lot of public support before 
the October elections. Right now, Catholic Identity stands as the most influential 
opposition party in the Convention. But that alone isn’t enough to break the 
monopoly held between the Hawk and Dove Lobbies.” 

“Then we'll make plans for an October Surprise.” Halfrida pounded the palm 
of her right hand with a clenched fist. 

“An October what?” Harold cocked his head to the side. 
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Halfrida repeated in a slower voice. “An October Surprise.” 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” he pondered. 

“Tt refers to an event where the votes in a major election end in a landslide 
victory,” she elaborated. 

Oh, that makes sense. Harold turned to Ulrich. “Before we commit to an 
election campaign, you need to have a concise set of policies you would wish to 
implement in the Convention. Did you prepare some in advance?” 

“Patience,” Ulrich said, “I haven’t made any, so pray that I will in due time.” 

Harold nodded. “Okay, but be quick.” 

“Let us know when you finish, okay?” Halfrida asked Ulrich. 

“Naturlich, I will,” Ulrich replied. 
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Chapter Three: Setonburg Madonna 
(Renate and Wise Man; August 4", 2014) 


“Dreams can turn into nasty nightmares without warning.” 
-Harold Brotzman 


August 4%, A fanzine copy of Catholic School Observer lay on the desk inside 

the State Chancellor’s office at Plaidstadt. The doors of the spacious office 
sprang open, and Halfrida Brotzman walked straight in. Crossdressing in her 
brother’s Bishop Dowell uniform, she started each day as Harold always does— 
reading Catholic School Observer at the desk. 

Treading across the Persian rug, Halfrida settled in the comfy desk chair. She 
leaned forward on the desk. The August 2014 edition of Catholic School Observer 
heralded a Black Madonna, a dark-colored icon of the Virgin Mary. The art piece, 
four feet in length, was a simple charcoal sketch on a piece of drawing paper. The 
Virgin Mary was depicted with the Holy Child in her arms. 

RGA’s Fortress Setonburg falls!’ The front cover declared. 

Halfrida’s jaw dropped. A month ago, she was held hostage at Setonburg. 
Have my prayers to the Ryanite soldiers who stayed all for naught? Frantic, she opened the 
fanzine, tearing through countless pages to reach the article. 

CSO has just received terrible news from RGA High Command earlier this morning, the 
headline article read. Fre/d Marshall Fredrick Paulsen and soldiers of the RGA 6% Army 
have lay down their arms and surrendered. The 6% Army has been encircled and surrounded in 
the Dweller port city of Setonburg for the past two weeks. 

The article showed images of a long column of dirty, exhausted, and 
disarmed Ryanites marching with their hands behind their heads. Underground 
soldiers, armed with PPSh41 submachine guns, paraded the POWs through the 
ruins of Central Setonburg. They parodied the Bataan Death March, an 
Underground general in the foreground posing for a selfie. 

A brief paragraph was devoted to the Black Madonna on the cover. Even in 
the ugliness of war, beauty can be found. Corporal Curtis Farber, a medic from the 231" RGA 
Infantry Division, drew this icon of the Blessed Virgin Mary. Farber earned a reputation among 
bis combat instructors at Castle Blackstone for his latent artistry. He later died of second-degree 
burns, several days prior to the surrender. 

Tears poured out of Halfrida’s eyes. The image touched her heart. The red 
telephone on her brother’s desk rang. She sniffed and picked up the handset. “Yes 
Allison,” Halfrida said into the phone. 

“Pm heading to your office right now, State Chancellor.” Allison hung up. 

The doors opened. Allison entered the room, closing the doors behind het. 
She stood in front of the desk. “Have you heard the recent news about 6% Army?” 

Halfrida nodded. “It’s a tragedy—a disaster, if you ask me.” 

“Are you sure we can win this war of yours?” 

“Of course we can,” she told her. 


R= media pundits were screaming ‘bloody murder!’ on the morning of 
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“Even if it ends in our suffering?” Allison sobbed. 

“Never forget, Allison,” Halfrida said, “Anything is possible with God.” The 
telephone rang again. Who the Hell could that be? Halfrida thought. She held the 
handset close to her ear. “Hello?” 

“Am I speaking to State Chancellor Brotzman?” Emperor Raynerson asked. 

“Right the first time,” Halfrida answered, mimicking her brother’s voice. 
“You've convinced me and my sister that every Ryanite should just roll over and 
die. So thank you very much!” 

“Your 6 Army has been wiped out,” His Greatness said. “My armies have 
even won major victories in the neighboring Dweller port city of New Hope. Let 
it be known that I am amassing my armies. I will be on your doorstep again.” 

Halfrida’s blood boiled with anger. “This conversation is over!” she slammed 
the handset on the telephone. 

Allison cocked her head to the side. “Who was that just now?” 

“Underground’s Emperor Raynerson,” Halfrida replied. “He called Plaidstadt 
just to gloat at us again. The man’s been at it for the past few days!” She eyed het. 
“Anyway, why'd you decide to visit me?” 

“RGA High Command sent us an emergency telegram.” She showed her a 
pale envelope with the words ‘BEYOND TOP SECRET?’ rubberstamped in red. 

“Telegramp Isn’t that, like, ancient technology?” 

Allison nodded. She placed it on the desk, sliding it towards her. 

Halfrida grabbed the envelope. With bare hands, she tore it open and pulled 
out a slip of paper. Unfolding it revealed a brief message printed in black. Please 
visit the War Room of Castle Blackstone. 

And so I shall. Halfrida swore from the privacy of her thoughts. She scooted 
the desk chair to the side and inserted it into a paper shredder. The paper shredder 
destroyed the document into a thousand pieces. 

“Incinerate the shreds before your shift ends,” she commanded Allison. “Do 
not let anyone abscond with them.” 

“Yes ma’am.” Allison nodded. 

2 OKK 

On the backyard patio, Harold sat at a glass table. He held a ceramic tea cup 
and saucer with both hands as he sipped the hot beverage. Outside, the weather 
was calm and pleasant. White clouds scattered in the blue skies above. Birds 
chirped on tree branches. A gentle breeze stroked his rosy skin. 

His pet German Shepherd lay flat on the floor beside his bare feet. Tanja 
rested. Loud noises shattered the peaceful morning. Tanja got up on all fours and 
barked. The noises returned. Terrorized, Tanja fled back to her doghouse. 

What the hell? Harold tilted his chin upward, eyes darting around the sky for 
the mysterious noises. 

Up in the air, four unmanned multirole fighters, practiced flying in formation. 
Twelve feet in diameter, their sturdy fuselages sported bubble-top canopies, 
straight-edged wings with clipped tips, and a small vertical tail fin. They performed 
a slow flyover above the house. 
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Harold got a close look at them as they soared over the roof. Dark gray 
livery, a thin green cross emblazoned in a thick white one. S% Francis Fr101Fs, he 
thought. The RGA pilots of those A-Wings must be on a training sortie. 

The fighters disappeared over a canopy of trees behind the backyard. The 
noises from their rumbling radial piston propellers faded into the background. 
With the noises gone, Tanja ran back to Harold’s side and sat on her rear. 

The satphone in his pocket vibrated and rang. Harold felt it buzzing on his 
thigh as he slid his hand into his pocket. It was a clamshell satphone from the 
2000s. Flipping it open, Harold said, “Hello?” He placed it next to his ear. 

His best friend, Margaret, was on the other end. “Hey, it’s me. 

“How’s it going?” 

“Busy,” Margaret replied. “I’m still going strong.” 

“Same here,” he said. “Did you hear anything about the others?” 

“Who’re we talking: my siblings or our friends?” 

He put the phone on his other ear. “Start with your siblings first. I heard your 
sister was pretty distraught after she killed her boyfriend at Setonburg. Look, I just 
want to you know...” 

“You don’t have to. Joe should not have strayed away from the others. I 
don’t blame Jen for getting him killed.” 

“First of all, are you sure this is a good idea to mention people’s names? You 
never know who’s listening to our conversations.” 

Margaret sighed. “Does it matter anymore? We already know who’s listening 
to us: Lady Ostara, the same person who killed my parents.” 

“Never mind,” Harold said. “Back to your sister, is she going to be alright?” 

“Jen’s a strong girl. She’ll be fine, as long as no one reminds her of what she 
did that day.” 

“And what about your brothers? I heard Percival got shot up real bad when 
we were in Black Widow Heights.” 

“The doctor said he’ll pull through. Told me to be glad that he’s still alive. As 
for James, don’t get me started.” 

“Why?” Harold’s eyes narrowed. “What’s wrong with him?” 

“Still obnoxious and annoying as always,” Margaret clarified. “Three years 
have gone by and he hasn’t changed at all. Who does he think he is?” 

“Tt is what it is.” 

“True. You still want to talk about the others, besides your godparents?” 

“Yes, how are they doing?” 

“Lance, Drusilla, and Hannelore are enjoying themselves down here, but I 
don’t know about this Virgil. Even now, I still have no idea what was going on in 
your sister’s head when she persuaded him to join our cause.” 

Harold leaned back on his chair. “Virgil’s a wildcard that Lady Ostara used to 
keep her trigger-happy thugs in line. You can’t blame him for being so quiet, cold, 
and calculated.” He drank a bit of tea, the saucer still on the table. 

“T guess.” 

“Why, is he making a nuisance of himself?” 
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“No, it’s just that I don’t understand him. You'd think if we spend more time 
with this guy, he might warm up to us. In reality, that’s not the case.” 

“Either that, or whenever my sister decides to give him his paycheck for this 
month.” Harold got up and picked up the saucer with the empty teacup on top. 
“Listen, Margaret, Pll talk to you later.” The door in front of him was left open, a 
screen door remained closed. 

“Got something to do later today?” 

“Yes, my sister has a favor she wants me to do for her.” Through the glass 
screen door, Harold overheard the doorbell buzzer chiming across the living 
room. That must be him, he thought. “Talk to you soon.” 

“See you around.” Margaret hung up. 

The doorbell chimed again. Harold put the satphone back in his pocket, 
opened the screen door and went inside. Closing the patio door behind him, he 
walked to the kitchen and dumped the saucer and teacup in the sink. 

The doorbell echoed a third time. It got on his nerves. Do you have to keep 
pushing the buzzer? Harold shook his head. 

At the front door, Harold looked into the peephole. Outside, his sister’s 
dirty-blonde and gray-eyed boyfriend was standing at the porch. He opened the 
door for him. “Chandler, it’s good to see you again.” 

“What’s up, boss?” Chandler greeted. 

“Great.” He pointed at the briefcase Chandler carried. “Is that for me?” 

Chandler nodded. “Horst Brotzman wanted me to give you whatever’s inside 
this briefcase. It’s all part of that request you and Halfrida wanted.” 

Harold motioned him to enter the house. “Then let’s talk about it in the 
living toom.” As Chandler strolled into the living room, he closed the door and 
led him to the living room. In the living room, he sat upright on one of the 
couches. “Have a seat.”” He motioned Chandler to the other couch. 

“You're the boss.” Chandler settled for the other one and opened the 
briefcase on the table between the couches. “Horst wanted me to give you this.” 
He rotated the briefcase to show Harold the contents. 

Inside the briefcase were a small, red address book and a pale envelope 
addressed to both him and his sister. “Is this for me and my sister, Chandler?” 

“Said it didn’t matter who got it first,’ Chandler said. “All he told me was 
that I had to give it to you or Halfrida.” 

Harold grabbed the address book first. The pages listed entries of names, 
addresses, phone numbers, and email addresses. “Who are these people?” 

“From what I can tell, none of the people in the address book are real.” 

“Pseudonyms, fake identities?” Harold skimmed through the rest of the 
pages before closing the book. 

“T guess you could say that.” 

“You sound like there’s a catch to this address book.” 

Chandler recalled the talk he had with Horst. “That’s because there zs one.” 

I knew there was a catch! Harold snapped his fingers. “Well, let’s hear it then.” 
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“Those identities don’t belong to anyone,” Chandler explained. “They’re false 
identities Horst used to smuggle vast sums of your family’s wealth into secret bank 
accounts. Some of it ended up in Switzerland and Cayman Islands. The rest ended 
up here, in a couple bank accounts at Cross Financial Unlimited.” 

“Cross Financial Unlimited is a financial institution with connections to the 
Bauer family,’ Harold mentioned. “Is Hannelore Bauer or anyone else in her 
family played a role in this money laundering?” 

“Not that I know of, or at least what Horst wanted me to know.” Chandler 
stroked his chin, eyes rolled away from Harold. “There was something else he 
wanted me to tell you.” 

Harold showed Chandler the envelope included with the address book. “You 
mean the letter inside this envelope?” 

Stretching his arms, Chandler yawned. “Yep, Horst wrote it and I was given 
strict instructions about the letter. You wouldn’t believe it, even if I told you.” 

“Yeah, tell me later, okay?” He peeled off the foldable flap and pulled out the 
letter, unfolding it. The letter was composed on a piece of expensive paper, 
handwritten in an old, disused form of German cursive writing called 
‘Siitterlinschrif?. The thick black ink bled through the reverse side. 

I can’t read this. Harold sighed. “How am I supposed to read this?” He set the 
letter aside on the table and stared at Chandler. 

Chandler’s shoulders rose. “How should I know? I just did what I was told.” 

Harold pondered to himself. Does Halfrida know how to read this? It’s 
worth a try. “Alright, PI save the letter for my sister. Since it’s also addressed in 
my sistet’s name, it kind of makes sense.” 

“More power to you,” Chandler spoke. “And where’s Halfrida?” 

“At Plaidstadt,” he told him, “Playing State Chancellor.” Harold bit his 
tongue. Ob great, I wasn’t supposed to tell anyone! 

Chandler cocked his head to the side. “What possessed her to do that?” 

“She asked,” Harold lied. “I felt that I needed a brief break from the 
workload I’ve been getting these past several days.” 

“Oh, that makes sense.” Chandler closed the briefcase and stood up. “That’s 
all Horst wanted me to do, Harold.” He stood up and stretched again. “I need to 
get going. Representative Accardo wants me to run a few errands for him.” 

“You're still going to poker night two days from now?” 

“Assuming Accardo cuts me some slack, that is.” Chandler yawned again. 
“Listen, Harold, there’s something up about Horst. I don’t trust him.” 

“Me neither,” Harold said, “But we need the money.” 

“Ts it necessary?” Chandler questioned. 

Harold nodded. “I’m afraid so.” He sighed. 

2K K 

As the day died down, one of the twins’ satellite phones rang. Both Harold’s 
and Halfrida’s satphones were left on their bedroom desk, connected to separate 
chargers. Halfrida wrote a letter to Ulrich at the desk. 
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Her brother knocked on the bedroom door. “Are you sleeping?” Harold 
knocked again. “We need to talk.” 

She turned around. The doorknob turned and the door opened. Her brother 
strolled into the room with Horst’s letter in hand. 

“You got a second?” Harold asked. 

“T do.” She placed a satphone on the desk and faced Harold. The letter in his 
hands piqued her interest. “Got something?” 

Harold nodded. “Chandler stopped by the house earlier today.”’ He unfolded 
the letter and showed her the message. “It came from Horst, yet I can’t even read 
this form of cursive. Do you know how to tread it?” 

“Sure.” Halfrida took the letter from her brother. 

Sehr Gebeerte, Harold und Halfrida, the letter read. I am writing this letter in response 
to what I have learned over the past three years. Your enemies, Emperor Raynerson and Lady 
Ostara, grow stronger each day. I can help you solve your problem with Ostara if you promise to 
solve mine. 

The letter continued. My problem: you two. Both of you have been giving me a hard 
time. Kill the other sibling. Whoever lives must send the slain twin’s severed head back to the 
estate on a silver platter. I will then transfer vast reserves of the family’s wealth and reels of 
microfilm. I will even give you Ostara. Refuse: do not expect me to help you. Unlike you two, I 
am not generous, for such generosity will cost me my life. 

“So what did it say?” Harold asked. 

“Horst refused to give us the motherlode: our family’s wealth.” Halfrida tore 
the letter to shreds. “Dammit! We were foolish to broker a deal with the old man.” 

She crumpled up the pieces into a ball and tossed it into a trash can. “He’d 
even give us Lady Ostara if I put a bullet in your head!’ She exploded in a fit of 
rage. “To hell with him! We can fight this war by ourselves!” 

Harold stood speechless, his mouth agape. 

Picking up her satphone, Halftida dialed Horst’s number and held it close to 
her ear. She waited for him to answer her call. “It’s me again...” 
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Chapter Four: Se Fazh Favor? 
(Ryanite Chorus; August 7-8", 2014) 


‘With our whole family against us, the only ones we can trust these days are our Onkel and 
Cousin. Thank God we still have them.” 
-Halfrida Brotzman 


modern battery-powered shortwave radio receiver rested on the makeup 
A table inside the twins’ bedroom. Halfrida, seated on the stool, connected 

the receiver to a desktop computer on the desk behind her. The PC ran a 
program called ‘SuperEnigma’, Remnants-made software used by Remnants and 
RGA intelligence to transmit and recetve encrypted messages. 

She straightened the antenna, and switched the frequency it to AM. Harsh 
static filled the bedroom. She pushing the tuning buttons next to the digital 
frequency display to surf through tonight’s airwaves. 

Among a deluge of various frequencies from different countries, several 
belonged were Ryanite, Remnant, and Allied intelligence groups. They 
communicated with their deployed spies through numbers stations, burst 
transmissions, and encrypted two-way data modems. 

Underground numbers station ‘New Bletchley Park’ featured a teenage girl 
droning in a deadpan New York accent. The transmission began with an extra 
window of time to allow Emperor Raynerson’s field agents to triangulate the 
signal. ““7-5-1-0-4...7-5-1-0-4...7-5-1-0-4...” 

Remnants numbers station, the ‘Richard Wagner Cocktail Hour’, started its 
transmissions with Wagnerian music. A synthesized xylophone played the 
romantic melody of the “Tannhauser Overture’. “Achtung, achtung,” a teenage 
boy declared in German, “Drei, vier, drei, acht, acht...drei, vier, drei, acht, acht...” 

The RGA’s ‘Adelburg Radio’ station broadcasted brief burst transmissions. 
The radio’s speakers screamed out rapid beeps, followed by loud hissing. The 
noises made Halfrida’s head hurt. She turned dial on the volume knob down and 
glanced at the PC monitor. 

SuperEnigma opened up a notepad document that took up half of the screen. 
It decrypted a message addressed to Halfrida from RGA High Command. Slowly, 
the program typed out the message on the notepad document. Morse code beeps 
squeaked out of the computer and shortwave radio speakers. 

The message was a radio transcript of a classified RGA air force carpet 
bombing of the Brotzman family estate. The estate sat on a plateau along the 
Andes Mountains, overlooking the German-Argentine town of San Carlos de 
Bariloche. Halfrida and her brother ordered the bombing in hopes of assassinating 
Horst Brotzman after learning that Lady Ostara was hiding in its basement. 

RGA AWACS, CALLSIGN ‘PROVIDENCE’: MARIANNE ONE 
THROUGH FOUR, WHAT IS YOUR CURRENT POSITION? 

410% RGA BOMB GROUP, FIFTH BOMB FLOTILLA, CALLSIGN ‘ST. 
MARRIANE COPE’: NIBELUNG. VECTOR 180. TWO MILES. 
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Nibelung.. that’s the family estate, Halfrida thought to herself. 

SuperEnigma continued transmitting the message. 

MARRIANNE ONE: LINE UP. OPEN BOMB BAY DOORS. PICKLE! 

MARRIANNE TWO: DROPPING! 

MARRIANNE THREE BOMBS AWAY! 

MARRIANNE FOUR: DROPPING, DROPPING! 

The program stopped typing the transcript on the notepad document. The 
bombers went silent for three minutes. 

MARIANNE ONE: PROVIDENCE, THIS IS MARIANNE ONE. 
NIBELUNG IS BURNING. REPEAT. NIBELUNG IS BURNING. 

Halfrida smiled. “Ladies and gentlemen,” she blurted, “We got “em.” 

PROVIDENCE: ARE WODEN AND OSTARA DOWN? 

MARRIANCE ONE: NEGATIVE. THEY ESCAPED. NO BODIES OR 
FURNITURE AMONG DEBRIS. REPEAT. WODEN AND OSTARA 
ESCAPED. 

“What the hell?” Halfrida spoke in disbelief. “How could this ber” She heard 
someone knock on the door to the bedroom. “Who is it?” 

“It’s me,” Harold replied. “Mine if I come in?” 

“Go on in, Harold,” Halfrida said. 

The door opened. Harold entered the room and locked the door. He showed 
her a local Argentinian newspaper from Buenos Aires. The image on the front 
page depicted the smoldering remains of the Brotzman family estate. “Uh, you still 
know how to speak Spanish?” 

“Let me see.” Halfrida took the newspaper from him. She unfolded it and 
read aloud a paraphrased translation. “In the Rio Negro Province, locals in San 
Carlos de Bariloche reported unidentified drones flying over their homes last 
night. The drones dropped over thirty tons of bombs over a secluded estate 
belonging to the Brotzman family. Nobody was home at the time. No one has 
claimed responsibility for the incident. A government investigation is underway.” 

“Ah, so that’s what it reads in English,’ Harold voiced. 

“You only know English, German, and smattering of Latin and Russian, 
right?” Halfrida asked. 

“Uh-huh. And I’m afraid to say that things are about to get worse for us.” 

“The Second Catholic School International conference at Plaidstadt early this 
morning?” 

Harold nodded. “It didn’t take long for our allies and enemies to learn what 
we had done, Halfrida. CSI Secretariat General Victor Gordon has brought this to 
the attention of the thirty or so member systems. They are worried if we Ryanites 
have lost our minds and thinking about distancing themselves from us.” 

“Dammit!” Halfrida kicked the makeup table with her foot. “Ow!” She 
pressed down on the bleeding wound on her right toenail. “Anyway, what else 
happened at Plaidstadt?” 

“One of the Conspiracy’s Magic Eyes, these disc-shaped ramjet A-Wings, 
dropped a parcel in the A-Wing airfield behind the old school building.” Harold 
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reached into his pocket to retrieve a folded piece of paper. “All of our cousins and 
others have joined Horst and Lady Ostara’s Conspiracy.” 

He unfolded it. “They warned of reprisal attacks in the form of Columbine- 
style mass shootings. Everything else is written in Horst’s handwriting.” He 
showed her the message printed on the paper. “Take a look at this.” 

“By God’s intervention...crap, they’re starting their own Catholic Church!” 
Halfrida shouted. Her eyes bulged. “Harold, do you realize what this means?” 

“No, I don’t.” Harold shook his head. “Care to elaborate?”’ 

“That declaration confirms all of my suspicions regarding the stories of 
radical heretics attacking faithful Catholics and non-Catholics!” Halfrida snatched 
the paper from him. “For the last two years, heretical terrorist groups have been 
amassing arms, money, and followers to their interpretation of the faith.” 

“Who are those guys?” Harold cocked his head to the side. 

“T don’t know. Whoever these heretics and schismatics ate, they’re definitely 
at odds with Church teaching.” Halfrida pointed her finger at a bullet point list in 
the back of the leaflet. “They believe that the true Church is controlled by the 
Antichrist and used Vatican II as a pretext. 

She flipped the sheet back and forth. “But then you read on and you find 
some bizarre rhetoric. Listen to this.” She held up her index finger. ““Certain races 
cannot be saved, even after Baptism. The Christ-killing Jaden are one of them.”’ 

“Tt is a Mortal Sin for Catholics to marry non-Catholics, especially those not 
of the same race,” She continued. “‘Adolf Hitler was a great man who saved 
Catholic Europe from Freemasons, Communists, and Juden who conspired to 
destroy the Church. We believe he should be canonized as a Saint.” 

Harold shook his head in disapproval. “Who in their right mind would 
believe that nonsense?” He wrapped his hands around his waist. “Why the hell did 
we bother to make a deal with Horst in the first place? I can’t be” 

“Because we ate young, naive, and hot-headed,” Halfrida explained. “We’ve 
only been alive for seventeen years, Harold. It’s easy for us to make stupid 
decisions like the one we just did.” 

She stroked her chin. “Yet the ‘Horst Brotzman’ we knew was a kind, 
reserved, and gentle man. He may have had trouble sleeping over his former life as 
an 44 man. He may have had a few ‘problems’ with certain peoples, but he kept it 
to himself and used the faith to overcome it.” 

“Tt’s hard to think of him as a heretic with a Kalashnikov,” Harold said. 

“Perhaps,” Halfrida retorted. “I guess we should have listened to our 
conscience, Margaret, Cousin Ulrich, and others. “The road to hell is paved with 
good intentions’, they say.” She eyed her brother. “Wouldn’t you agree?” 

Harold nodded. “After this, Halfrida, I don’t know what to think 
anymore...” He sighed. “Could you step out of the room tonight?” He gestured at 
the door. “I’m going to...cry myself to sleep...maybe pray the rosary.” 

“If you can’t sleep, come downstairs.” Halfrida got up from the stool. “The 
others are playing blackjack instead of poker.” 


2K 
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Outside in the second floor hallway, Halfrida paused. She took a deep breath. 
After Cousin Ulrich, 'm heading straight to the nearest confessional. 

Commotion echoed from downstairs, in the living room. “No fair, 
Chandler,” a boy’s loud voice called out. 

“Tt all boils down to luck, Lance,” a girl’s voice spoke. 

“So [ hear, ehr” another girl’s voice added. 

“There’s no strategy involved, Hannelore,” Lance said. 

The others must be having fun. Halfrida grinned. I should join them, but I feel like 
looking at Harold’s latest painting first. She turned to a closed door in front of her. The 
door to her brother’s art studio was opposite to their bedroom. Halfrida strolled 
towards the foot of the doorway. The door was unlocked. 

Good, he forgot to lock the door. She tilted her head at their bedroom doot. 
Turning on the lights next to the doorway, Halfrida walked straight in. 

The art studio was converted from a small bedroom with carpeted floors. 
The sky blue walls smelled of fresh paint, like someone had painted the walls not 
too long ago. Various oil paintings of buildings and people decorated the walls. A 
cabinet shelf was situated next to the windows, its shelves stocked with art 
supplies. 

Behind the windows, an unfinished canvas mounted on an easel and a small 
table. A dirty painter’s palette, sealed tubes of oil paints and a tin can of dry 
paintbrushes were left on the table. The canvas caught her eye. She approached it 
and studied the completed portion. 

The painting was a self-portrait of Harold and her, dressed in Bishop Dowell 
uniforms. The Lord was standing behind them, at the top of a grand carpeted 
staircase. Hundreds of clapping, cheering Catholic school students surrounded 
them. Girls in black maid outfits walked up the steps with baskets of flowers. 

The foreground near the twins, along with sections of the canvas on the 
lower right was unfinished. The white and gold walls and the outline of an 
exquisite chandelier in the backdrop got her thinking. Did he base this painting on the 
Underground’s Imperial Palace? She tilted her head to the side. 

Halfrida turned around and left the room with the lights off and the door 
closed. She hurried down the stairs and went to the living room. 

In the living room, Chandler, Drusilla, Hannelore and Lance were seated in 
the couches around the coffee table. The four were enjoying a simple game of 
blackjack. Cold air permeated the room when Halfrida entered. 

“There she is.” Drusilla waved at her. “What took you so long?” 

“And what was that shouting we heard earlier?” Hannelore asked. 

“Sorry, we got into an argument about what happened at Plaidstadt this 
morning.” Halfrida settled for a seat between her boyfriend and Lance. She 
glanced at the table, looking at the cards everyone had. 

Chandler, as dealer, whispered to Halfrida. “Want to play a couple more 
rounds with us?” 
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“Whenever this round is finished.” She returned to the cards on the table. 
Each of the four had a separate pair of cards. All of them were faced down, 
deterring her or the others from knowing their cards. 

Drusilla, Hannelore and Lance revealed their cards. Ace of Spades for 
Hannelore. Three of Diamonds for Lance. King of Hearts for Drusilla. Chandler 
unveiled one of his—a Seven of Clubs. 

“Who wants a hit?” 

Lance raised his hand. “Hit me.” 

From a neat stack of cards beside his left hand, Chandler took a card and 
placed it over Lance’s cards. 

Lance flipped the third card over to reveal a Jack of Clubs and a Nine of 
Hearts. “Ah, snap.” He revealed the third card—a Five of Hearts. 

“Bust,” Chandler declared. 

Concern for her peers compelled Halfrida to speak. “Everyone, can I talk to 
you all for a few minutes?” 

“You dor” Drusilla blurted. 

“Okay.” Hannelore nodded. 

“Fine by me,” Chandler replied. 

“Sure,” Lance chimed. 

Halfrida paused. “The fall of the 6 Army and our bad relations with our 
allies got me thinking.” She frowned. “I feel like all of this is my fault.” 

“To tell you the truth,” Hannelore said, “It is.” 

“What made you say that, Hannelore?” Drusilla pondered. 

“Emperor Raynerson annexed the Canadian Catholic School System after 
Setonburg. Students there are fleeting to GACSS in droves.” Hannelore pointed at 
Halfrida. “You are as careless as the Prodigal Son. Whyr” 

“Don’t you mean ‘Prodigal Daughter?”’ Drusilla corrected Hannelore. 

“You're both right,” Halfrida confessed. “I am a prodigal daughter, now that 
you mentioned it. After that talk I had with Harold, it got me thinking.” 

Lance interrupted her. “Wh-what have you been thinking of...?” 

“A chance to redeem myself and my brother,” she said. “At the moment, our 
best chance is for me to meet my Cousin at Neumann-Seton.” 

Chandler cracked a smile. “If you need help from any of us, just whistle.” 

“Thanks Chandler.” Halfrida smirked. “Shall we get back to playing?” 

Her boyfriend nodded. “If that’s what you wish.” 

2 KK 
(One day later) 

The next morning, Halfrida stopped by the school chapel of Neumann- 
Seton. Mechanical organ music emanated from inside. Opening the sturdy doors, 
she went inside and strolled down the aisle between the pews. Towards the altar, 
she found Cousin Ulrich sitting on the bench behind the organ keyboard, playing 
‘For Christ the King (An Army of Youth)’ again. 

“Cousin,” Halfrida spoke, “Do you have a couple minutes?” 
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Her cousin didn’t respond. He was too absorbed with playing the instrument. 
After finishing the song, Ulrich kept his fingers on the keys as he tilted his head. 
“Where’d you come from?” His eyebrows tose. 

“Sorry if I disturbed you.” Halfrida placed her hands behind her back. “I was 
hoping you might be able to resolve me and my brother’s dilemma.” 

“Depends,” Ulrich said. “Did you and Harold have doubts about my Opa?” 

“We did,” Halfrida replied. “Turns out, the family is still loyal servants of the 
Fiibrer. You and everyone else who warned us about making deals with Horst were 
right. I regret that amoral deal.” She broke down in tears. 

“It’s okay.” Ulrich sneezed, his arm covering his mouth. “You two shouldn’t 
be so hard on yourselves. We all make terrible mistakes—it’s all part of being 
human. What matters now is making sure we carry out the Great Leaps Westward, 
end the war, and stop the Conspiracy.” 

Halfrida dropped down to her knees and stared at the floor. “That’s why 
Harold and I need you more than ever. We’re losing favor with our allies. Will you 
help us, se fazh favor” 

“Anything for our side of the family.” Ulrich nodded. “I think I can help you 
patch up relations between GACSS’ allies. But it’s a three-step favor, if you will.” 

“Isn’t helping Catholic Identity First more than enough to suffice?” 

Ulrich shook his head. “This calls for more desperate measures.”’ He stroked 
his chin and paused for a few minutes. “I hear a friend of yours is a huge 
aficionado of Miniaturized Armored Fighting Vehicles. I’d like to meet her.” 

“Drusilla?” Halfrida murmured. “What about her?” 

“She’s like a walking encyclopedia of MAFV tanks and A-Wing planes,” 
Ulrich spoke. “Give her a good welding torch and she can make or break just 
about anything. One of my ideas of redeeming you and Harold involves her and 
this MAFV she’s been working on.” 

“Youre not joking around, are you?” 

“Cousin, unlike you, ’m not the type who would bluff and make jokes.” 

“Then say no more.” Halfrida stood up. “ll take you to my house after I am 
down with Confession.” 

“T understand,” Ulrich smiled. 

2K 

The Brotzman twins maintained a secret basement beneath their house. It 
was there decades ago by a previous owner. Drusilla turned it into a chop shop 
when she moved in. From a trapdoor embedded on floor of the walk-in pantry, 
Drusilla climbed down a bolted ladder to the basement. 

The ceiling lights flickered to life as she reached the bottom. Spacious 
workbenches lined the walls, red toolbox cabinets at the center of the room. The 
benches were sturdy enough to bear the Miniaturized Armored Fighting Vehicles 
sitting on them. A joystick controller and helmet visor rested beside each MAFV. 

Drusilla smiled. Back to business. She crossed the basement and went to a 
bench next to a blast door painted to resemble a section of the concrete wall. The 
door sealed the basement from the stench of a nearby sewer line. 
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Her masterpiece lay on the bench, along with its controllers and headsets. 
The chassis, measured twelve feet in length, sported a sloped hull on the front and 
rear, while the sides had flat angles. It featured wide treads, as well as a rotatable 
periscope above the driver’s port. The coaxial turret was trapezoidal on the front, 
slanted on both sides and a curved rear. A hardened concrete-like paste was 
slathered and blow-torched all over the chassis. 

Sounds of someone sliding down the ladder alerted her. What the...? Drusilla 
turned around. She spotted Halfrida and Ulrich approaching her. 

“Who’s he?” Drusilla pointed at Ulrich. 

“My cousin, Ulrich,” Halfrida replied. 

Ulrich greeted, “Nice to meet you.” He held out his hand to her. 

Drusilla shook his head. “Hi, my name is Drusilla.” 

“That’s a lovely name,” Ulrich said. 

She was speechless. I never liked my name. She turned to Halfrida. “Didn’t you 
tell me and the others about him last night?” 

“T did,” Halfrida answered. “I brought him to see things my way, and that’s 
where you come in. Could you show him your masterpiece for me?” 

“Okay, PH see what I can do.” Drusilla directed Halftida and Ulrich’s 
attention to her masterpiece. “This is the work of my dreams: my own MAFV. I 
built it from scratch with my own two hands.” 

“Nice,” Halfrida said. 

Ulrich whistled. The design intrigued him, left him a lasting impression in his 
heart. “It’s a real beauty.” He spoke to Drusilla. “How were you able to design it? I 
find it hard to believe that a thirteen year old girl can build this thing.” 

“Thanks to Halfrida,” Drusilla explained, “I withdrew a reel of microfilm 
from one of her family’s Cross Financial Unlimited accounts.” 

“And I assume the microfilm contained technical documents of the vehicle 
this MAFV was based on...?” Halfrida pondered. 

“Yes,” she interjected, “The ‘Panther Model A.” 

“T saw them in old German war movies when I was little,” Ulrich said. 

Halfrida gigeled. “Deutsche Wochenschau...” 

“That’s right,” Ulrich retorted. “I never had a chance to see a teal one up 
close—or a derivative, in this case.” He turned to her. “Drusilla, have you decided 
on a name for this masterpiece?” 

Drusilla channeled her inner-military buff to lecture Halfrida and Ulrich. 
“The St. Michael I/A is just the latest in MAFV technology. Built and designed by 
me, I intended it to counter the recent advances in the newest variant of the 
Underground’s workhouse MAFV. Weighing forty-five tons, the Michael is fifteen 
tons heavier than the St. Maurice II/H, RGA’s workhouse Medium MAFV.” 

She then showed them the RGA’s current workhouse MAFV at an adjacent 
workbench. The St. Maurice II/H was a late production modification of its 
predecessor, the ‘II/G’. Patterned after the Panzer IV/H, the Maurice H/H’s sides 
and turrets sported thick sheets of welded metal. The sheets on the turret 
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protected its sides and the ammo compartment box in the rear. Like Drusilla 
masterpiece, the same concrete-like paste was on the Maurice H/H’s hull. 

“What’s with this coating?” Ulrich asked her. 

“A derivative of Zimmerit,? she explained. “During World War H, the 
Germans used it to deflect magnetic antitank grenades called ‘Safecrackers.”’ From 
a cabinet beneath the workbench, Drusilla pulled out a funnel-shaped antitank 
hand grenade with three magnets attached to the base. “This is the Safecracker, 
turning armored vehicles into closed caskets for over seventy years.” 

Ulrich folded his arms. “It’s also the reason why the Germans invented 
Zimmerit, fearing that the Soviets would copy the Safecracker’s design. But this is 
what I don’t get: why make a derivative?” 

“To battle the increasing trend of enemy TOW rocket launchers,” she said. 
“This derivative is designed for that very purpose.” Drusilla settled the Safecracker 
next to the Maurice H/H. “Other than the fact that the Maurice II is aging, I have 
another reason for replacing it.” 

“What else is there?” Ulrich pondered. 

Drusilla paused. “The newest Underground MAFV.” She guided them to a 
separate workbench on the far left corner of the basement. A vehicle modelled like 
a Soviet T-34/85 sat on the bench. “This new model of the Underground’s St. 
Marcella V/8 was captured by RGA troops near Other-St. Louis. Enemy industry 
leaders heralded it the ‘Marcella V/16’, an improvement over the Marcella V/8.” 

“Fascinating,” Ulrich muttered. 

“And that’s not the worst part,” she added. “With Brotzmanskrieg escalating 
into full-scale total war, Underground industries are rolling them out of their 
assembly lines by the tens of thousands. ‘Fascinating’ doesn’t cut it. ‘Insidious’ or 
‘demonic’, I'd say!” 

“Listen, I like this MAFV of yours.” Ulrich proposed an offer. “Would you 
be interested if I find a buyer for you?” 

“What kind of buyer?” Halfrida asked her cousin. 

“Someone to mass-produce copies of your friend’s MAFV,” Ulrich clarified. 

Drusilla jumped up and down in joy. “You will?” 

“Pm fascinated by the design.” Ulrich nodded. 

She screamed in delight, like the devoted fan of a boy band fan at a sold-out 
concert. “This has to be a dream! It has to be!” 

Ulrich turned to Halfrida. “Your friend’s enthusiastic about MAF Vs.” 

“T know, right?” Halfrida chuckled. “So you will do help my friend find a 
buyer in exchange for helping me out?” 

“You've found and hit my soft spot—making little girls’ dreams come true,” 
Ulrich replied. “Come back to Neumann-Seton next week. We can talk more 
about my three-step favor later.” He left the basement. 

Drusilla embraced Halfrida. “Thank you, thank you, thank you!” 

“Praise God for giving us an intercession!” Halfrida spoke. 
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Chapter Five: Economics Of Violence 


(Renate; August 14, 2014) 


“Wars are God’s blessings. It cleanses society of the weak and makes the survivors stronger.” 
-Horst Brotzman 


Brotzman twins’ home. The dark blue sky overhead brightened. As he 
approached the twins’ home, he tossed a plastic bag at the driveway. The 
bag landed on the lawn instead. The boy pedaled past the twins’ lawn. 

The front door opened. Halfrida left the door wide open as she went down 
the porch steps and treaded on the grass. The grass felt moist on her bare feet. She 
yawned and scratched an itch on her lower arm. 

The bag lay in front of her feet. She picked it up and pulled out its contents. 
Inside was the latest bimonthly copy of Catholic School Observer. Also included was 
this morning’s issue of Ryanite Weekly Review, Wonderland’s renowned newspaper. 
Halfrida returned to the house. 

Her brother greeted her at the foot of the stairs. “Did you the door open 
again?” he asked. 

She nodded. “The papers arrived, so I went out of my way to get them.” 

“T understand.” Harold closed the door for her. 

Lance and Drusilla joined the twins downstairs. Both have chosen to reside 
in the twins’. “Morning, you two,” Drusilla greeted. 

“Hey there,” Lance said. 

“Good morning.” Harold smiled. 

The two redheads left the twins behind on their way to the kitchen. Halfrida 
and her brother joined them at the breakfast table. 

Chandler, standing next to the table, greeted the four on their way in. He 
visited the twins’ home to look after them as their guardian. “I made breakfast for 
everyone.” Around the table were plates of steak and cheese omelets for the twins 
and their roommates. 

“Thanks man.” Lance gave Halfrida’s boyfriend a high-five. 

“How nice of you,” Drusilla said to him. 

The twins arrived. Halfrida embraced Chandler. “Did you cook this for 
everyone on yout own?” 

“You bet I did.” Chandler chuckled. 

“T hope that hotel you’re staying at lives up to your satisfaction,” Harold said. 

“For now,” Chandler retorted. 

The twins settled for two chairs behind the windows overlooking the 
backyard. Halfrida winked her boyfriend. 

Chandler nodded. “Before we enjoy this meal, let us pray.” He turned to 
Lance, seated beside him. “You don’t mind, do your” 

“No, I don’t mind,” Lance replied. 


f newspaper delivery boy rode a bicycle along the street in front of the 
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“Glad to hear.” Chandler made the sign of the cross. “In the name of the 
Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, Amen.” 

Everyone except Lance chanted, “Bless us, Oh Lord, and these thy gifts 
which we ate about to receive from thy bounty, through Christ, Our Lord. 
Amen.” They made the sign of the cross again and enjoyed their meals. 

After finishing her plate, Halfrida set it aside and read the news. She started 
with Catholic School Observer. The front cover showcased a photograph of her 
brother shaking Catholic School International President Gordon’s hand. Both 
boys were standing in front of the podium, smiling. 

The headline said it all GACSS and CSI Reach Chmatic Agreement. Halftida 
jumped straight to the article. She sipped on a mug of pure black coffee. 

In an unprecedented move, State Chancellor Brotzman struck a series of agreements with 
CST Secretary Victor Gordon, it reported. The Non-Ageression Pact, signed by the two boys, 
reasserted CSI neutrality in Brotzman’s War. Trade deals between Internationalists and 
Ryanites have expanded, giving GACSS new sources of Anomalies and other resources outside of 
the Underground’s influence. 

“And it was all thanks to me and Ulrich,” Halfrida muttered under her throat. 

Harold overheard her. He set his fork and knife down on his plate. 

“You just got mentioned on Catholic School Observer.” She showed her brother 
the article and a picture of him speaking from the podium. “I’m hoping our 
actions from last week will turn the tide of the war.” 

“Or at least give us everything we need to rebuild American Catholic 
Education.” Harold sliced a piece of his omelet and crammed it into his mouth, 
swallowing it whole. 

“That’s true. So what does it mean for us?” 

“The beginnings of a new eta for both the Catholic Church and our family.” 

Pretty vague and cryptic, she thought. “How does it signal a new erar” 

“Call it a turning point,” he explained. “Our resource-starved industries can 
now compete with the Underground’s. Signing it also secured one of GACSS’s 
major goals in the war. Unlike you, I had my own ideas of ending Brotzmanskrieg.” 

Why did I forget that Harold had his own plan? Halfrida yawned again. “You had a 
plan this whole time?” 

Harold nodded. “I told you about it on the morning of Republic’s founding.” 

“That was two yeats ago,” Halfrida sighed. “Please refresh my memoty.” 

“Allow me to remind you.” Harold held up one finger. “One, bring the 
Republic Program to every Catholic school in the United States.” Another went 
up. “Two, install a puppet regime in the Dweller World.” A third followed. “And 
three, break the Underground’s monopoly over the Anomaly trade.” 

She stroked her chin. “Then let’s make a revision to our plans by combining 
them into one. What do you think?” 

“Tt should put everything in perspective.” 

“Then it’s decided.” Halfrida smirked. “Our plan to end Brotzmanskrieg and 
make Catholic Education great again should have the following goals.” Her eyes 
darted around the kitchen. “Is there a pen and paper I can use?” 
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Her brother reached into his pocket and placed a small notepad and pen on 
the table. “Go on,” he said. 

Halfrida opened the notepad and down scribbled the revised plan. Step by 
step, she outlined the revised goals. “This is how it will go down.” She guided the 
tip of the pen along each goal. “Dissolve the Confederation. Support the pro- 
Catholic Dweller Coalition.” 

“A battle that'll allow us to expand the Republic without interference,” she 
continued. “When the dust settles, we broker a truce with Emperor Raynerson.” 

“By then,” Harold said, “All that’s left on our plate is Lady Ostara.” 

“Tf all goes well, we deal with her last.” Halftida skimmed through the rest of 
the articles on the fanzine. Apart from recent battlefield reports from the Dweller 
World and a school fundraiser somewhere in Virginia, the other articles bored het. 

She put the folded copy of Ryanite Weekly Review over the fanzine. The header 
was in big bold black letters. DO YOU WANT TOTAL WAR¢ Ryanite war machine 
kicks into high gear. 

“That’s one result of the Non-Aggression Pact I signed,” Harold told her. 

“T can tell.” She unfolded the paper and settled it between her and Harold. 

RGA High Command is proud to announce that the Ryanite war economy is being geared 
for total war, it read. New weapons and equipment are being produced in large quantities. The 
RGA’s and and air forces are expanding amidst waves of new recruits. 

The front page article included a chart showing overall armaments 
production since June 2012-when the war began. Ryanite productivity was 
compared against its allies and rivals in line and bar graphs. In both graphs, while 
the Underground soared higher and higher, the Ryanites lagged behind as a close 
second. 

It’s about time we started reversing this, Halfrida swore from the privacy of her 
thoughts. She and her brother continued reading. 

2 KK 

After breakfast, Halfrida went to Neumann-Seton in South Philly. She 
straddled a handbag slung over her shoulder while wandering the school’s empty 
halls, alone. He should be waiting for me at the chapel. The chapel doors appeared on 
her left, further down the hall. 

She peered through the windows on the chapel doors. Nobody was inside. 
Light from outside the building brightened beautiful stained glass windows of the 
Stations of the Cross on the walls around the altar. Halfrida pulled the handle on 
one of the doors. The door was locked. 

Footsteps emanated from a short corridor behind her. “Who’s there?” She 
turned around and spotted one of the Civil Guards approaching. 

“You seem lost,” he said. “May I see your papers pleaser” 

Halfrida dug through her purse. “Here.” She gave him her new student ID, 
this time, from St. Eustace. 

The guardsman saw her name on the student ID. “No way,” he blurted, 
“You're a Brotzman.” He gave it back to her. 

“T sure am,” she boasted, putting her purse back in the handbag. 
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“Then how may I help your” 

“Pm looking for Ulrich Brotzman. He’s expecting me.” 

“You're looking for the leader of CIF—Catholic Identity First?” 

She nodded. “Do you know where he is?” 

“May I escort you there?” 

Halfrida tightened her grip around the straps of her handbag. Nobody, not even 
Chandler or my brother, escorts me anywhere. “Sorry, Pd rather go alone.” 

“No, P’m not saying like we’re dating or something.” The guardsman brushed 
the sleeves of his dark orange sweater. “Don’t take it the wrong way.” 

“Was there a brawl of some kind between Catholic Identity First and the 
Virgin Mary Cosplay Parade?” she pondered. 

“Tt’s nothing like that. Ulrich doesn’t like sharing his party’s meeting place.” 

Halfrida pointed at the closed and locked doors to the school chapel. “T 
thought the chapel was the meeting place.” 

“From what I heard, his party headquarters is in a classroom and he likes his 
privacy,” the guardsman explained. “I could take you there, if you like.” 

“When you put it that way, you can take me there.” 

The guardsman shrugged. “I’m glad to help a fellow Ryanite in need.” He 
motioned her to follow him. “Ill take you right to him.” The guardsman led 
Halfrida halfway through the corridor and stopped at a stairway. 

“It’s upstairs?” she pointed at the ceiling over the stairs. 

“Yes ma’am.” He traveled with her to the top floor. 

On the third floor, the guardsman strolled up to the door of classroom. A 
black placard mounted on the wall next to the door had the number ‘318’ in bright 
gold. He knocked on the door. “Ulrich,” he called out, “You have a visitor.” 

“Let her in,” Ulrich responded from inside. 

The guardsman opened the door. “He’s waiting for you.” He motioned her 
to enter the room. 

“Thank you.” She went inside. The guardsman closed the door behind her. 

Ulrich was seated at the front of a column of school desks situated next to 
the teacher’s desk, writing on a piece of paper. “Guten Morgen, Halfrida,’ he 
greeted. “Have a seat in the desk behind me.” 

“Sure.” Halfrida did just that. “This is your party’s meeting place?” 

“As of late,” Ulrich told her. “Things have been going well for me after you 
decided to let me solve your recent problem. I assume you’ve heard about the 
Non-Aggrtession Pact your brother signed with Secretary Gordon?” 

“It’s been all over the news.” She rested her lower arms on the desk. “I’m not 
even going to bother how you managed to pull it off.” 

“Without going into too many details, some people disappeared and others 
had their strings pulled.” Ulrich set the pen down on the desk. “Now that your 
problem has been solved, you still owe me.” 

“And so I shall return the favor, Cousin. Ask away.” 
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“T got three problems. Virgin Mary Cosplay Parade making moves to form an 
alliance with the Dove Lobby after the elections. And then there’s this deal 
concerning several prominent Jackbooters.” 

“That’s where I come in?” 

“Ja.” Ulrich stretched his right arm and pointed at three packets on the 
marker board. “See those three? Each contains a message addressed to you. 
Whichever one you choose, it must be done before the 16%.” 

“Do you need me to complete all three?” 

“One should be more than enough. [ll have Virgil Sapienti, this Dweller 
mercenary you’ve hired, to deal with the other two.” Ulrich cracked his knuckles. 

“How on Earth did you contact him, Cousin?” 

“T hear things, I know where people are. People like Virgil Sapienti.” 

“Too true,” she agreed. 

“Come back here in two days or whenever you’re finished.” 

There has to be a catch somewhere, Halfrida thought. She got out of the desk and 
went up to the board. In one swoop, she grabbed all three and opened them. Each 
contained a handwritten note. Intuition and Halfrida were on good terms: the 
‘catch’ came in the form of favors involving her brother, friends and godparents. 

The first packet pertained to Margaret Diana Richardson, Hannelore Bauer 
and Drusilla Price. Virgin Mary Cosplay Parade has made gains that’re good to be true, it 
read. Somebody is financing them, helping them. I want to know who and why. Margaret, 
Hannelore, and Drusilla have caught on to an ilhcit spy ring in the WMCP and each has their 
own theories on who's running it. Uncover the party’s guarded secret. 

The second involved Virgil, and the twins’ godparents, Walther and Isolde. 
GACSS has seen an influx of Remnants and Dweller ‘immigrants’ from the Otherworld and 
Dweller World respectively. Both groups appear to be easy targets for criminal elements among the 
Ryanites. For some reason, this matter is of interest to an unknown intelligence group. Two spies 
and a mercenary are investigating connections between prominent Jackbooters from abroad and the 
VMCP. They also have orders to assassinate a mafia boss. Help them eliminate their target. 

The final one concerned Harold, Chandler, and Lance. My rok in paving 
GACSS's Non-Aggression Pact with the CSI has yielded lucrative transactions between both 
parties. This Jackbooter of yours, thanks to me, had just brokered an arms deal between your 
brother and some powerful indwiduals in the CSI. Rumors are floating that someone plans to 
intervene, Rill everyone at the deal, and steal the money and merchandise. Prevent all attempts at 
disrupting the transaction. 

Drusilla will thank me if I did the arms deal first, Halfrida thought. She stuffed the 
papers inside the handbag and turned to Ulrich. “Cousin, I know you said you 
wanted a favor from me in return. Is it alright if I tackle all three?” 

“So long as you complete one of them, I don’t mind.” 

“Great.” She walked to the doorway. “Pll be back by Saturday morning.” 
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Chapter Six: Belonging 
(Ryanite Chorus; August 15-August 16, 2014) 


‘What more can I say? The ten of us are an odd bunch.” 
-Harold Brotzman 


loud propeller engines buzzing and drowning out the morning silence. They 
flew toward the horizon and disappeared into the clouds. Soon, the engine 
noises faded into the backdrop. The morning peace returned. 

Harold sipped English-style breakfast tea from a ceramic teacup, his other 
hand holding the saucer underneath the teacup. That noise overhead never gets old, he 
reflected. He was seated at the backyard patio table with Virgil and the Lovers. 

Walther Schaffer chatted with his wife. Isolde laughed herself to death after 
hearing listening to her husband. “You don’t sayr” she said. “The Virgin Mary 
Cosplay Parade was trying to meet up with Ryanite gangsters?” 

“Oh ja,” Walther told her. “Halfrida herself was astonished by this. That’s 
why she, Margaret, Drusilla, and Hannelore are heading to the mall later this 
morning to stalk the leader of the VMCP, Megan Wright.” 

“May God bless us if they come across something damning like Underground 
collusion,” Isolde giggled. 

True to his nickname, the ‘Silent Orphan’, Virgil remained quiet while sitting 
next to the Lovers. He leaned back on his chair as he read the pages of a lengthy 
Tolstoy novel. It was his way of passing the time. 

Chandler stepped into the backyard patio through the backyard door. He 
placed the day’s copy of Ryanite Weekly Review on the table in front of Harold. 
“Here you go, State Chancellor,” he said to him. 

“Are our meals almost ready?” Harold whispered in his ear. 

“Not yet,’ Chandler replied, “Soon.” He took the empty teacup and saucer 
away from the table and returned to the house. 

The headline on the front page proclaimed: Mysterious explosions rocked South 
Philadelphia neighborhood, locals terrified. The headline was accompanied by a large 
image of a house blown to pieces. Just the house’s foundation remained standing. 
Debris scattered all around. Police cars parked beside the driveway and curbside. 

This must be Halfrida handiwork, Harold thought to himself. Picking up the 
newspaper, he unfolded it and glanced at the front page article. 

A\ local neighborhood in South Philadelphia is reeling this morning after explosions left an 
ordinary two-story house in flames last night, the article reported. The house belonged to 
members of the Ryanite Mob, an organized crime outfit accused of mass-looting Dweller cities and 
towns within the Ryanite-backed Dweller Coalition. 

The article continued. Several people were inside at the time of the explosions. 
Philadelphia police have yet to identify the cause and the perpetrators responsible. If you know 
any information relevant to this case, please assist the authorities in any way possible. 


Re A-Wing fighter planes soared over the Brotzman twins’ house, their 
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Harold sighed. Was this really the only way? The photo of the destroyed house 
almost made him lose his appetite. His stomach felt three-quarters full. Tossing 
the newspaper on the table, he decided to make some small talk with the Lovers 
and Virgil. “Walther, Isolde, Virgil,” he said, “I know you guys have yet to attend 
one of Catholic schools here, but how are your arrangements?” 

Walther spoke first. “Well, since Isolde and I still live at our penthouse in 
Sektor Ost, we can’t say much about the dormitories around here.” 

“Also, Pve been living in your house,” Virgil added. 

“No, that’s not what I meant,” he told them. “I was thinking about how far 
you three have been able to integrate into the Ryanite backdrop around here. Yes, 
we are living in America. But we are also under the domination of Jesus Christ, the 
Catholic faith, and the Church.” 

“This country is a strange, unusual place,” Isolde voiced. “There’s so many 
different peoples, religions, races, and so on. | find it hard to believe that the vast 
majority are able to live in harmony. Weird, I'd say.” 

“Neudeutschland, as you know, isn’t known for being multicultural or 
multiracial,” Walther said. “Almost everyone you’ll meet is a Remnant like Isolde 
and I.” He paused. “Now, what do the Americans call this?” he murmured. When 
the answer became apparent, Walther snapped his fingers. “Ja, culture shock!” 

“But that’s not all, Harold,’ Isolde chimed. “A few days ago, I was visiting 
the grocery store, somewhere in the city, and met a Jude about yout age.” 

Lord, please don’t allow this discussion to devolve into antisemitism, Harold whimpered 
in his head. He crossed his fingers and prayed in silence. 

“You don’t mean it in that light, Liebe Isolde?” Walther asked in an 
incredulous voice. 

“Nein, nein. That was during the old days, back when Newdeutschland still 
touted the Party line. I never bought into it, even back then.” Isolde shook her 
head. She continued talking about the boy she met at the grocery store. “It was 
surreal; ’'ve never a person from that Vo/& in decades.” 

I figured she'd say that. Harold breathed a sigh of relief. “What were you asking 
him, Isolde?”’ 

“Asked him about which about suggestions for a meal I was cooking for 
Walther and myself,” she replied. “It’s not what you’re thinking, naturlich.” 

Harold spoke to Isolde’s husband. “You came to America, not to dream the 
American Dream, but to start over under a clean slate?” 

Walther nodded. “Things changed in Neudeutschland after the Rosy War. 
During the last war, I...did a lot of unspeakable things...” 

“Care to elaborate?” Harold pondered. 

“Some things are best left unsaid...” Walther avoided making eye contact 
with Harold’s eyes. The ghosts of the Rosy War lived on to haunt him in 
Brotzmanskrieg. Memories of the war crimes, of blood-soaked hands, sparked in 
his mind. “You still want to talk about it, ja, Harold?” 

The morning silence turned awkward. “If you don’t want to talk about it, we 
can try something else,” Harold said. 
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Isolde consoled her husband. “Your godson is right, Walther,” she 
whispered. “What happened back then remains in the past. We all do crazy things. 
It’s all part of the human experience.” 

“What I did back then will continue to haunt us for as long as we live,” 
Walther reminded her. 

“Ja, but we are in America now,” she said. “Things are different here, for 
better or for worse.” She wrapped her hands over his. “No matter how happens, 
whether we live to stop Lady Ostara and Emperor Raynerson or not, Pll always be 
with you. Isn’t that why we’ve been together for so long?” 

Walther paused, eyes gazing at the patio floor. “Ja Isolde, I think it’s time we 
talk about the things we did back in the Rosy War. There are some things in that 
wat that mustn’t be repeated in this one.” 

“Then share with Harold,” Isolde suggested. “If not, I'll do it for you.” 

“Nein, I will let him know,” Walther kissed her forehead. “Danke, Meine Liebe, 
I knew I could always count on your support.” 

Isolde kissed him. She held her right hand onto his left. 

“You still want me to talk about me and Isolde’s experiences during the Rosy 
Ware” Walther asked Harold. 

“Sure,” Harold answered, “If that’s what you wish.” 

Walther took a deep breath. He looked at Harold with sentimental eyes and 
spoke in a calm voice. “When you and Halfrida were little, Isolde and I were 
members of the Hezmatsicherheitsdienst, the HSD or ‘Homeland Security Agency.’ It 
was, and still is, Remnants Intelligence.” 

Harold crossed his legs and listened. Virgil ignored Walther, reading his book. 

“During the Rosy War,” Walther continued, “We were involved in the HSD’s 
infamous Amt VI, ‘Office Six’. The history books temember it as 
Neudeutschland’s secret police, similar to the Geheime Staatspolizei.” 

“Gestapo,” Harold muttered under his throat. 

“Back then, your godparents tortured people in horrific ways. Waterboarding, 
sleep deprivation, loud noises, pinning people to walls for days without food or 
water.” Walther pointed at Harold. “You name it, we’ve done it.” 

“That wasn’t the only things we did,” Walther lamented. “We were also sent 
to the Front. I will never the days where the soldiers, Isolde, and I would go into 
Underground colonies in Otherworld’s Eden.” 

“What were you guys doing?” Harold wondered. 

“Rounding up all the colonists and massacring them in front of shallow 
ditches outside their homes.” Walther heard the ghost-like death cries of old men, 
women and children. The rapid sounds of light machine guns as their bullets tore 
the ‘enemy’ to pieces. “I can still hear their voices, even to this day.” 

Images of Remnants soldiers burning houses to the ground were vivid inside 
his head. “Nothing was left standing. Everything was put to the torch.” 

Harold was speechless. His jaw dropped. My gosh, who on Earth decided to call 
that war a ‘rosy’ conflict? 
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“Things went from bad to worse towards the end of that war,’ Walther 
added. “Underground bombers reducing entire cities to rubble. Remnants women 
and girls raped by Dweller soldiers by the millions. The abortions some of them 
sought...” The memories were too much for him to bear. “No more...” He 
shook his head. “Let’s stop talking about this.” 

“T agree...” Harold responded. Walther’s words moved him. I fee/ sorry for 
him, my godfather. I can’t imagine the thought of a German losing three major wars, the Rosy 
War and both World Wars. 

“You mustn’t misjudge us for the things we did, Harold,” Isolde told him. 
“We were following the orders of the National Socialist government in Neuberlin, 
whose Party leaders showed little regard for life.” 

“Couldn’t you question your orders?” 

Isolde scoffed. “Had we not obeyed, Walther and I would have been shot for 
insubordination.” She formed the shape of a gun with her hand and pointed it 
against her head. “And both of us wanted to live. That’s why we decided to go to 
America after the Rosy War.” 

Harold turned to Virgil. “You’ve been quiet for the last several minutes.” 

“Why note” Virgil said in a rude tone. “I’m always like this!” 

“Would you like to talk about your experiences in the GACSS?” 

“Fine, what do you want to know?” 

“Are things going well for your” 

“Depends,” Virgil mumbled. He reached for a glass of orange juice on the 
table. Countless pieces of pulp floated in the liquid and inner walls of the cup. 
Chugging the beverage into his mouth, he slammed the cup on the table. “Nobody 
asks questions about who I am, where I came from, or what my educational 
background is.” 

“Why is that?” Harold wondered. 

“According to some people, the boy known as ‘Virgil Sapienti? has been 
missing for more than three years,” Virgil explained. “Yet your sister had talked 
me into continuing my education. She enrolled me into the same school as 
Drusilla. Even pulled some strings to ensure ll be in all of Drusilla’s classes.” 

“Before you ran away from your home in New Jersey, were you baptized as a 
Roman Catholic?” 

Virgil nodded. “Yes, but I don’t believe in any of that stuff.” He held up one 
finger. “Living in the streets of this country has taught me one thing. You cannot 
rely on anyone except yourself. It’s a harsh and cruel world. If yow’re not careful, 
itll eat you up and spit your bones out.” 

“Life is beautiful,’ Harold told him. “One should be grateful for the world 
that God has created for us.” 

“Perhaps in your mind, Harold,” Virgil said. “The only thing I value in life is 
hard cash. I have no gods, no masters except for one lesson the streets have taught 
me years ago.” 

“And that is...” 

“Kill or be killed.” 
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Why would Virgil adbere to a lifestyle that won't bode well for him? Harold shook his 
head. “No. You can’t live that way,” he questioned. “Don’t you think there’s more 
to life than just being a hired killer? You still have your whole life ahead of you.” 

“That’s what you think, Harold,” Virgil replied. “Today, I live by the gun and 
kill without question. Come tomorrow, I will die and there’s not a damn thing 
anyone can do about it.” 

“Viroil...,” Harold murmured. I’m worried for his well-being. 

Chandler returned to the backyard patio carrying a large roundish tray full of 
cooked omelets. He settled the tray on the table. “Why’s everyone all gloomy?” he 
asked Harold. “Did I overcook my omelets?” 

“Not everyone in our team has a pleasant history,” Harold retorted. 

2K 

Following a lavish trip to King of Prussia Mall, later that morning, Halfrida 
took Drusilla, Hannelore, Lance, and Margaret to an indoor firing range outside 
Philadelphia. It was an RGA-owned gun store, the gunsmith pro-GACSS, pro- 
NRA, pro-Catholic. Ceiling speakers played German folk music. The words ‘Faith, 
‘Family’, and ‘Fatherland’ were stenciled on the cement wall behind the shooting 
gallery in bold black letters. 

Halfrida loaded several .40 S&W rounds into empty magazines for her matte- 
black Cz75 Tactical Sports handgun. As she loaded them, she hummed For Christ 
the King. She took one of the clips, loaded it into the Cz75, and pulled the slide 
back. A bullet was revealed inside the chamber. 

A target appeared downrange. Instead of a black cardboard target silhouette, 
it was a full-body portrait of Emperor Bernard Raynerson holding a Desert Eagle. 
The target’s hazel eyes, lifeless and inanimate, stared back at Halfrida’s sapphires. 
She cocked the Cz75, planted her feet parallel to the target, and aimed down the 
sights. Patience and steady hands guided her aim. 

Drusilla glanced at her old service pistol, a Beretta M92F, and her new one, 
an ‘Artillery Luger’. She smiled at her new gun, a late birthday gift from Halftida. 
A modular Luger, the Artillery Luger sported an elongated gun barrel, a thirty-two 
round Trommelmagazin (dram magazine), and a detachable shoulder stock. 

Hannelore opened the empty cylinder of her Colt Single Action Army 
Revolver, chambered for .45 ACP. She inserted a single bullet into each chamber, 
spun the cylinder counterclockwise twice, and then closed it. Like a gunslinger in a 
Western movie, she fired the revolver from the hip. 

Lance, unlike the girls, wielded an old Webrmacht-issue Walther P38 handgun 
chambered for .38 Super. An eagle and Swastika emblem on the slide was 
scratched out, an RGA Stahlhelm emblem stamped beside it. He fired his gun his 
target. The .38 Super rounds were easy on the recoil and his hands. 

Margaret, at the fifth booth, raised her Soviet Makarov at the target bearing 
the full-body portrait of Lady Ostara. She took her time to build up the rage 
against the one who murdered her parents during her early childhood. With 
unsteady hands, none of her shots hit their mark. 
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“Someday,” Margaret murmured to herself, “Ill bring her to justice.” She laid 
her Makarov on the table in front of her. She took off her protective ear plugs. 
The others had just finished shooting. 

Halfrida walked up to the others to evaluate her shooting. She walked to 
Lance and observed his shots. “Nice shooting, Lance!” She gave him a high-five. 

“Practices makes perfect, they say,” Lance smiled. 

Tears poured of Margaret’s eyes. She wept and sobbed. 

From Lance’s booth, Halfrida overheard Margaret. Something’s wrong with her 
again, she thought. She approached Margaret and glanced at the holes on the chest 
of her target. “What’s wrong?” she asked. 

“Tt’s nothing.” Margaret wiped the tears from her eyes. “Just leave me alone.” 

“You don’t seem alright. Did the memory of your parents trigger something 
within your” 

Margaret sighed. “Yea,” she told Halfrida. 

‘What motivates you, Margaret? Is it vengeance or justice?” 

Margaret’s eyebrows rose. “W-what’s this all of a sudden?” she stuttered. 

“Oh, you know, I just wanted to get to know you better. That’s all.” 

“How reassuring of you.” Margaret gazed at the ceiling, thinking. “Can I 
choose bothr” she voiced. 

“One can only serve one master,” she reminded her. “Pick one or the other.” 

“Then Td say vengeance,” said Margaret. “Somebody has to stop Lady 
Ostara, and she has done wrong to me.” She looked down at the floor. “It’s kind 
of personal, you see.” 

Harold told me a lot of stuff about Margaret, Halfrida reflected in her thoughts. The 
girl’s a tormented soul hungering for a mother figure, a void filled in by the Virgin Mary’s 
influence over her. She eyed Margaret. 

Margaret sighed. “I don’t care so much about Brotzmanskrieg,’ she 
confessed. “All I-I care more about is p-putting an old chapter in my family to r- 
rest. Halfrida, w-will God’s Will be done?” 

“To allow you to seek revenge or justice?” Halfrida asked. 

“Revenge,” Margaret blurted. She clenched her fists. “Y-yes, just revenge.” 

“Nothing good came out of a personal hatred for someone or something,” 
Halfrida said. “Justice, however, is a different story.” She scratched an itch on her 
scalp. “I too have some reservations against Ostara, but I don’t let it define my 
life. Try to find a certain sense of meaning in your life, Margaret, because you 
worty me and Harold sometimes.” 

“Pm making you and Harold worried, Halfridar” Margaret pondered. 

She nodded. “Look, we’re supposed to be having fun, but you don’t seem be 
as invested as everyone else. What’s the matter? Is there something else besides 
bringing Lady Ostara to justice?” 

Minutes passed before Margaret responded. “There are lots of problems in 
my family right now. Jennifer, my sister, is still mourning the loss of her boyfriend, 
Joseph MacDonald...my annoying brothers...this world is such a cruel place.” 

“Tf that’s what you think, so be it,” Halfrida said. “But I disagree.” 
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Drusilla approached Halfrida and Margaret. “Um, I hate to be interrupting 
this heartfelt, melodramatic moment,” she interjected. “But aren’t you forgetting 
something, Halfrida?” 

“What do you mean?” Halfrida turned around and folded her arms. 

“Like, aren’t we supposed to be shadowing Megan Wright’s day today?” 
Drusilla reminded her. 

“No, I got that covered.” Halfrida held up her thumb. “I broke into her 
house last night and bugged her phone, except I didn’t bother to tell you guys. To 
be honest, I felt that everyone should spend some more time together. Spending 
time that doesn’t involve us being sent off to another meat grinder.” 

“Oh, okay.” Drusilla smiled. “Carry on then!” She skipped away, humming. 

“She’s always so happy,” Margaret spoke about Drusilla. “Why is that?” 

“It’s because she had decided, long ago, to pursue something greater than the 
personal self,’ Halfrida explained. “Margaret, I know you can find inner peace 
with yourself and your past, but continuing to lament about it all the time won’t 
get you anywhere. Find something worth doing, worth fighting for.” 

Margaret sighed. “I guess you're right.” She walked out of the firing range. 

Halfrida followed after her. 

Hannelore whispered to Lance. “What’s gotten into her?” 

“T don’t know,” Lance whispered back. “There’s always something wrong 
about that girl, yet I can’t point my finger at it.” 

“Want to keep shooting?” Drusilla asked them. 

They nodded. “Okay,” both replied. 

KKK 
(One day later) 

Halfrida returned to Ulrich the following morning. Strolling into Classroom 
318 at Neumann-Seton, she found her cousin sitting at the same desk as before. 
“Pm back,” she declared to him, closing the door behind her. 

“T heard you completed all the favors I asked of you.” Ulrich grinned. 
“Looked after the arms deal, bombed the Holt Gang’s hideout, and tapped into 
Megan Wright’s smartphone.” 

“Consider it my way of doing things,” she told him. “You have your way, I 
have my mine. My brother and I aren’t like the rest of the family.” 

Ulrich laughed. “You watch too many Turkish gangster movies.” 

“What’s so funny?” she grumbled and crossed her arms. “Did my handiwork 
impress you of were you expecting some self-fulfilling prophecy?” 

He laughed even harder. “Nein, far from it.” He dropped the fountain pen 
and folded his hands on the desk. “On the contrary, you’ve far exceeded my 
expectations, Liebe Cousine.” 

“Ts that a compliment?” Halfrida cocked her head to the side. 

“You better believe me,” Ulrich insisted. “My Opa, back at the family estate 
in Argentina, made the right call to secretly support the GACSS. He doesn’t aid 
things like you and your brother’s works on a whim.” 

“Now that I completed three favors, I believe you owe me three favors.” 
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“Three, it is.” Ulrich glanced at the time on his wristwatch. “So, tell me, what 
can the family do for you and Harold?” 

Halfrida pondered to herself. A personal pet project in Otherworld’s Other- 
Orlando came to mind. She looked into her cousin’s bloodshot, restless sapphire 
eyes. “Ever heard of the Ha/frida Brotzman Geschiitz, my big gun?” 

“My Opa mentioned that thing you were working on in Other-Florida,” he 
recalled. “Yet you never told anyone else in the family about it, including me.” 

“T was convinced that it could turn the tide of Brotzmanskrieg in GACSS’ 
favor,” she explained. “Therefore, keeping it under wraps was necessary.” She 
cocked her head to the side. “Would you like you about the specifications?” 

Ulrich shook his head. “No need.” He leaned back. 

She looked at Cousin Ulrich with a perplexed gaze. “I mean, it won’t take us 
too long to...” 

“Nein, you did the right thing.” He placed his index finger over his lips. “A 
family secret is forever hidden, even among our own.” 

“The Silence of the Brotzmans.” Halfrida rolled her eyes. 

“That said, how can I help you with this ‘gun’ of yours?” 

“T need you to look around and gather any intelligence on whether the Allies 
are planning to retake Other-Orlando.” 

“Consider it done. After this, you will have two favors left.” He glanced at his 
wristwatch again. “By the way, your brother is delivering a speech at the steps of 
city hall at Wonderland soon.” He shuffled the papers on the school desk into a 
neat pile. “Are you coming?” 

“No, I told Harold I wasn’t coming.” 

“Understandable.” Ulrich got up, took the papers, and walked up to a folder 
atop a briefcase at an adjacent desk. He dumped the papers and the folder in his 
briefcase. “Listen, I need to report back to my Opa in Argentina.” He grabbed the 
case’s handle. “I will see you again in the future. Until then, Auf Wiedersehen.” 

“Auf Wiedersehen,” Halfrida said as she watched Ulrich leave the room. 
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Chapter Seven: The Girls Of St. Eustace 
(Wise Man and Germania; September 8-12", 2014) 


“For as you judge, so will you be judged, and the measure with which you measure will be 
measured out to you. Why do you notice the splinter in your brother’s eye, but do not perceive the 


wooden beam in your own eye?” 
-Matthew 7:2-3, NABRE 


again in America under a state of emergency. St. Eustace Catholic High 

School for Girls shared a busy intersection with Father Jacobson Catholic 
High School for Boys. A small park separated the two schools—and their students— 
from each other. Two gates stood on the park’s western and eastern perimeters. 

Harold, crossdressing in his St. Eustace uniform, strolled on the sidewalk 
toward the eastern gate. His hand tightened the leather straps of his handbag, 
slung over his shoulder, a backpack slung over the other. 

National Guard troops paraded along the street. The soldiers carried M4 
carbines and Beretta M9s holstered on their hips. One soldier lugged around an 
M60 light machine gun. An armored Humvee cruised behind them, a soldier 
manning a Raytheon BGM-71 TOW missile launcher. They waved at him, 
unaware that he was a boy. “Good morning!” 

Smiling, Harold waved back as he entered the park. A strong wind blasted the 
gates, forcing them to close by themselves. He froze. State of emergency on my first 
meek at an all-girl Catholic high school, crossdressing as my twin sister, Halfrida. He 
chuckled. I?’s almost like that one Japanese Catholic school anime we enjoy watching. 

A marble statue of Blessed Virgin Mary stood at the center of the park. It 
depicted the Virgin Mary caressing Baby Jesus in her arms. A band of doves 
roamed the concrete ground around the statue. Another flight landed on the park 
benches surrounding it. 

Fighter jet engines screamed overhead. What the hell? Harold tilted his chin 
up. The doves fled. Blood poured out of the statue’s eyes. 

In the skies above Philadelphia, a pair of US Air Force F-15C Eagles joined a 
squadron of US Navy F/A-18E Super Hornets over the Delaware River. 
Terrorists had stolen a Russian Tupolev Tu-160 ‘Blackjack’ bomber with a nuclear 
bomb onboard. The American warplanes chased after it. 

This is going to be a great senior year, Harold thought. He walked past the bleeding 
statue and exited the park through the west gate. Crossing the street, he saw a few 
dozen girls—his classmates—approach around a street corner to his left. A police 
officer with an M16A2 directed them and commuting military traffic. 

His secretary, Allison, was waiting for him past the steps of the front 
entrance. She waved at him as he went up to her. “It’s a lovely day, isn’t it, 
Halfrida?” She embraced him. 

“Almost like my birthday.” He mimicked his sister’s speech and mannerisms. 


T he sun rose over northeast Philadelphia in early September. It was morning 
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“Can you believe it?” Allison said. “A thousand mass school shootings and 
bombings happened after Labor Day last week. Thousands are dead, thousands 
more wounded! Martial law imposed by the President and Congress!” 

“Best of all, American defense spending and stocks are skyrocketing through 
the roof!” Harold grinned, his index finger pointing upward. 

Allison laughed. “Maybe martial law is good for the economy,” she said in a 
sarcastic voice. “We should write to Congress to extend it into perpetuity.” 

“Let’s!” Harold giggled. He and Allison walked into the school building. 

In the hallway across the entrance, four girls gathered in front of the 
noticeboard on a wall. German gothic blackletter was stamped on a billboard 
above the noticeboard. Sewspapet Club Presents: Kyanite Beekly Keview! it read. 

Harold and Allison hovered behind the girls. Together, they glanced at 
explosive articles from Ryanite Weekly Review. Headline articles concerned the state 
of affairs in the United States during the new school year. 

Millions of students are walking out of schools today after last week’s school shootings, one 
article ran. President Howard ‘the Ryanite Barbarian’ Wolff addressed the nation and 
implored drastic action from the Republican-led Congress. My fellow Republicans, the United 
States of America is under attack by hostile forces’, the President exhorted Sunday night. 

Another news item concerned gun rights. Recent school shootings have brought a 
new federal assault weapons ban to Capitol Hill earher today, it warned. Proponents like the 
Petersburg Students argue AR-15s with bump stocks inflict greater casualties than the bombs 
dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki combined. They urge Congress to ban all guns and remove 
them from private hands. 

The article continued. Critics ike Halfrida Brotzman, gun manufacturers, and the 
National Rifle Association argue the ban will not stop the killing. They favor arming students 
nith automatic weapons, hollow point and armored piercing bullets, grenade launchers, and 
antitank, guns. ‘Petersburg Students are empty-headed dreamers’, Halfrida Brotzman boasted on 
national television. They want to relive Prohibition by repealing the Second Amendment!’ 

The girls turned around and smiled at Harold. “Thank you for your service, 
Halfrida.” They shook his hand. “US and NATO gun manufacturers are pouring 
money and weapons into our schools. Our allies love us again!” They walked away. 

“Soon, every gun control freak will be enjoying a luxurious vacation getaway 
at Guantanamo Bay, courtesy of Halfrida,” Allison mused. 

“That’s pretty dark, Allison,’ Hannelore spoke. 

Harold and Allison turned around. Hannelore rummaged her hand through a 
box of Dunkin’ Donuts Munchkins. 

“Hey Hannelore,” Harold greeted. 

“How’s the lifer” Allison snickered. 

“Long lines of St. Eustace and Father Jacobson students formed outside the 
Dunkin’ Donuts down the street.”” Hannelore pointed her thumb at the school 
entrance. “Those lines are almost straight out of a Third World dictatorship.” 

“Everyone loves their donuts, Hannelore,’ Allison said. “Things are better 
now after we paid some crazy Republicans in Washington to impose martial law.” 
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Pretty, cute schoolgirls with military-grade weaponry strolled past them. All 
the girls of St. Eustace were unaware that Harold was crossdressing as his sister. 
Many bore Soviet PPSh-41 submachine guns with seventy-one round drum 
magazines. Several held Bundeswehr HK33 assault rifles aloft. A couple carried old 
refurbished MG34 light machine guns over their shoulders, chests draped with 
bullets. Two girls even hauled a Panzerbiichse 41, a 2.8 cm antitank gun on wheels. 

“No new Versailles, no KKK, no gun-free USA!” they chanted. 

“Are these girls RGA regulars or elite Adelburgers?” Hannelore pondered. 

“Since when did the Ku Klux Klan support gun control?” Harold voiced. 

“Oh, I thought you knew, Halfridar” Allison told Harold. “Jim Crow was 
among the first American gun control laws. The Klan didn’t want black people to 
own guns. The Versailles Treaty taught us that governments can impose gun 
control on each other’s armies with bad results.” 

“True, true,” Harold agreed. “My family and many German gun 
manufacturers once built weapons for Hitler through dummy corporations, 
operating in nations like the Soviet Union.” 

“So if the Petersburg Students are serious about gun control, they shouldn’t 
start with the government,” Hannelore suggested. “Instead, start with the same 
defense industries that supply US troops and those in my country, Canada.” 

Three girls with golden Sam Browne belts over their jumper dresses 
approached Harold, Allison, and Hannelore. The girls of St. Eustace knew them as 
the ‘Faggioli Sisters’. They wielded China Lakes, 40mm pump-action grenade 
launchers used by US Navy SEALs. 

“Good morning, Columbia, Virginia, China.” Harold smiled. Unbeknownst 
to him, his sister knew the trio as “Good News’, ‘Real News’, and ‘Fake News’. 

“Today’s a wonderful day to learn about Jesus Christ,” Good News exalted. 
“Are you all ready for our new afterschool club once classes end?” 

“Tt’s better than all my junior classes.” Hannelore winked. 

Allison nodded. “What about you, Halfrida?” 

“Uh... huhe” Harold tilted his head to the side. 

“You forgot?” Real News said. “We’re in the military sports club.” 

“Ah.” Harold scratched the scalp of his wig. 

The other girls grew suspicious. They had talked Halfrida into joining their 
club last night. “Harold, are you a pervert?” Hannelore whispered into his ear. 

Harold froze. Oh no, did she find out that I'm a boy? Sweat poured out of his wig 
and natural hair. He pulled the collar of his white blouse with his fingers. “It’s just 
that I didn’t get enough sleep last night.” 

“Never mind, forget what I said.” Hannelore snickered. She suspected the 
‘Halfrida’ standing before her was Harold. 

Fake News straightened the golden bowtie around her collar. “Did you like 
my article of your” She pointed at the notice board. 

“T love it!” Harold gave her a high-five. He parroted his sister’s rhetoric to 
avoid detection. “People kill guns, not the other way around. America has always 
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been a chaotic country. Like most Americans, we Ryanites practice chaos daily 
through freedom, democracy, and the rule of law.” 

“And the nuns here cate more about Catholic Identity,” Good News chimed. 
“They don’t care whether our classmates bring guns to school. The safest, 
healthiest, prosperous schools in the entire United States are schools like ours!” 

“Thank God we can bring guns to school under the First Amendment, not 
the Second,” Allison chuckled. “The Supreme Court was brilliant.” 

“Praise God for blessing Halfrida with a military-industrial complex!’ Fake 
News cooed. “Dwight Eisenhower was, like, a prophet sent down from Heaven!” 

Harold and the girls laughed themselves to death. The school bells rang. 

2 KK 
(Two days later) 

In a classroom along the third floor religion wing of St. Eustace, a Catholic 
nun lectured her students behind a podium. Wednesday’s lecture stressed vigilance 
toward perceived Marian and saint apparitions. A crucifix was mounted above the 
marker board, next to a clock. The marker board had nine bullet-points on 
distinguishing true encounters from hoaxes. 

The nun saw one of the girls raise their hands. The girl wore a black baseball 
cap, the letters ‘NRA’ emblazoned over an embroidered American flag in gold. 

“Yes, Maple.” She pointed her ruler at the girl with the NRA hat. 

“Sister Katherine,” Maple spoke, “Is ‘Our Lady of Oliver North’ recognized 
by the Magisterium of the Catholic Church?” 

“Are you for realr” Fake News shouted at the top of her lungs. “You mean 
that former Marine Colonel from Fox News? The same guy who...” 

Sister Katherine smacked the podium with her ruler. “Please use your inside 
voice, Fake News!” She turned to Maple. “No, Our Lady of Oliver North was 
never approved by the Magistertum. However, it was approved by the ‘local 
ordinaries’—-the bishops of Nicaragua, Iran-Contra notwithstanding.” 

“In other words,” Allison interjected, “It’s awaiting approval from the rest of 
the Church. For now, it’s just recognized by Catholics from Nicaragua.” 

“Our Lady of Oliver North, pray for us!’ Good News clasped her hands. 

“Nice,” Real News said. 

The girls gigoled. Outside, fighter jets roared. Humvees rumbled. 

Tf the Virgin Mary told me to burn books, is the Mother of God a Nazi? Harold 
pondered. He knew the Marian apparition Maple brought up. The Blessed Virgin 
Marty asked Bernardo Martinez, a sacristan, to burn Communist literature. 

At his desk in the front of the room, reading one of his sister’s books atop a 
closed religion textbook. A book entitled, While America Sleeps: Self-delusion, Military 
Weakness, and the Threat to Peace Today. In it, the authors argued that a building a 
peaceful world meant building a strong military. 

Like a self-fulling prophecy of Brotzmanskrieg, the book left an impression on 
him. Did the President, a Ryanite in his youth, broker another deal with sis and Ulriche He 
stroked his chin. If so, did it involve RGA troops posing as security guards and private 
military contractors? 
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The school bell rang. Sister Katherine opened the door. The rest of the class 
exited the room. Allison, the News sisters left for lunch. The hallways were 
crowded with chatter and other girls on their way to lunch or their next class. 
Harold stayed at his desk, his study hall period scheduled at the same classroom. 

At her desk, in the back of the room, Sister Katherine paid no attention. She 
was busy grading a huge stack of summer student assignments. 

Two dozen girls prowled into the room. They filled out their names on a 
sign-in sheet taped near the corner of a wall next to the podium. Some left the 
room to the library, the gymnasium, the chapel, or the marketplace inside the 
senior lounge. 

Four senior girls stayed behind. A Japanese, a Brazilian, a Polish, and a 
Filipino spoke fluent English with strong native accents. They flanked him. All 
were Halfrida’s liaisons to the Catholic School International’s armaments makers. 

Harold put his books away in his handbag and greeted his sister’s CSI 
comrades. “Good morning, my Kameradinnen.” 

The Japanese girl bowed her head. “Obayégozaimasu, Halfrida-sama.” 

“Magandang umaga po, Halfrida,” the Filipino girl greeted. 

“Deien dobry,” the Polish girl said. 

“Old, Halfrida.” The Brazilian girl held out her hand. 

Harold shook the fourth girl’s hand. He folded his hands on the desk. 
“Comrades, you ate now in America. I regret this past week or so was not the 
most pleasant. I hope the Department of Homeland Security was not too cruel.” 

“The Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, and Firearms were,” the Polish girl told 
him. “They didn’t understand that we were legitimate arms makers. One of our 
own was atrested yesterday.” 

“TH let the ATF know.” Harold nodded. “What about you four?” 

“My friends and I were not harassed,” the Brazilian replied. “I’m glad your 
President is a Ryanite. Rest assured: Horst Brotzman’s ‘thousand Columbines’ 
plan has failed. This country is not going to start a nuclear war with Russia.” 

Ob, thank God! Harold made the sign of the cross. “Glad to hear.” 

“We share the same lunch period after study hall and were wondering if you 
wanted to join us today,” she said. “Would you like to come with us later?” 

“Absolutely,” Harold replied. 

“Can I say something?” the Filipino girl spoke. 

“Sure,” he responded. 

“My fiancée and his armored cavalrymen were deployed to Mothers Den, the 
holy city of the Dweller religion,” she bragged. “When he told me that, I sent him 
a long shopping list of expensive wines and cheeses!” She pounded her fist on the 
desk and cackled. 

“Which division is that?’ Harold pondered. 

“20% Adelbu Kavallerie Division San Lorenzo Ruiz ng Maynila,’ she told him. 

“Was Saint Lorenz Ruiz one of the ‘Nihon Nijiroku Sevyin’, the twenty-six 
Catholics crucified by Toyotomi Hideyoshi?” The Brazilian asked the Japanese. 

“No, he wasn’t among the slain,” the Japanese replied. 
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“Hideyoshi is a real bastard,” Harold spoke, “May he rot in Hell.” 

“Amen,” the girls responded. “Ave Maria, Comrade Halfrida.” 

“T also have a boyfriend myself,” the Polish girl added. “He’s a paratrooper in 
the 18% Adelbu Fallschitmjiger Division Swieta Jadwiga. Yesterday, he strangled a 
couple terrorists with his bare hands! That alone deserves a medal!” 

Harold screwed up again. Halfrida knew that Adelbu Divisions ‘Saint 
Lorenzo Ruiz of Manilla’ and ‘Saint Hedwig’ were part of [V Adelbu Korps, a 
formation tasked with anti-partisan and police duties in Dweller cities. He also felt 
an urge to relieve himself. “Listen.” He stood up. “You do not mind if I excuse 
myself for a couple minutes?” 

The girls gestured at the doors, motioning him to go. 

Harold nodded. “Thank you.” He walked out of the room. 

KKK 

Hannelore washed her hands in front of a sink inside the girls’ a few doors 
down from Sister Katherine’s classroom. Dammit Halfrida, what’s gotten into you? Her 
handbag sat between the sinks. She reached into it to retrieve a Colt Single Action 
Army Revolver, along with six .45 ACP bullets. 

Time to take matters into my own hands. She opened the cylinder and loaded the 
bulleted into the chamber. She spun the cylinder counterclockwise three times 
before closing it. The bathroom door opened. She hid the gun behind her back. 
Turning her head to the right, she saw Harold walk into the bathroom. 

“Hi Hannelore,” Harold greeted. 

The door closed behind Harold. Hannelore advanced forward and pointed 
her revolver at his face. “Lock the door.” 

“Just put the gun away, I can explain...” 

She pistol-whipped his head. 

“Ah, what the hell did you do that for, Colonel von Stauffenberg?” Harold 
whined in his normal voice. “It’s like Operation Valkyrie all over again!” 

“Don’t get cocky with me! Do it!” 

“Fine.” Harold turned the bathroom lock clockwise. “Are you happy?” 

“Shut up!” Hannelore cocked her revolver and pointed it at the back of 
Harold’s head. She pummeled Harold’s body against a wall. “P’m going to ask you 
a few questions. If you don’t answer in five seconds, I will shoot. What the hell are 
you doing here?” 

“What do you think I’m doing?” he responded. 

“Indulging in your weird sexual fantasies,” she guessed. “Frolic in a garden of 
beautiful girls. I can’t think of any on the top of my head.” 

“Youre wrong,” he spoke. “I am a chaste boy, and you will not deny it!” He 
poked his finger at Hannelore’s chest. “I did what I was told by my twin sister.” 

“Halfrida told you to do this?” Hannelore said. “That’s absurd! Do you guys 
realize that you are violating the Catholic Identity of the GACSS? I should have 
you expelled, you stupid idiot!” 

“What do you mean?” Harold reminded her. “I’m the State Chancellor 
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“Even the State Chancellor is accountable for his actions. You're as fallible as 
everyone else. Tell me why you're here.” 

Harold paused. Faced with a gun at his head, he understood why Hannelore 
would threaten him this way. It was inevitable. “Okay. But promise me we’ll still 
be friends after this. Promise me that you won’t spread word of my existence at 
this school.” 

“Tf I feel that keeping it a secret is worth the trouble, I will.” She plucked 
Harold’s wig away of his head. “Now, start talking or else...” 

“My sister and I devised a secret plan to split the burden of State Chancellor 
between ourselves. It’s all done for the sake of giving GACSS its own continuity 
of government plan. A plan, should something happen to me, where Halfrida 
steps in as State Chancellor and gives the bishops enough time to restore order.” 

“Continuity of government?” Hannelore’s eyes narrowed. 

“An emergency continuity plan in event of a major terrorist attack or natural 
disaster,” Harold explained. “Halfrida and I thought that if I crossdressed as her, I 
would be safe from assassination by Allied or Conspiracy hitmen. My sister can 
put up with a bloodier fight better than I could.” 

“T see.” Hannelore pulled her revolver away from Harold. “Look, I’m sorry 
about threatening to shoot you. I just didn’t know if you lost your mind or 
something.” 

“No hard feelings.” Harold patted her shoulder. He quoted what his Cousin 
said to his sister. ““We all make terrible mistakes—it’s all part of being human. What 
matters now is making sure we carry out the Great Leaps Westward.” 

“But what didn’t you tell me and the others about this?” 

“Well, it’s kind of embarrassing to tell the others that you’re crossdressing in 
the name of Catholic Identity. The Catholic bishops, the RGA, our allies, they'll 
look at us with weird looks. That’s why we kept it under wraps.” 

“Was that all?” 

Harold shook his head. “We also wanted to prevent the enemy from learning 
about our actual presence in this school and at Bishop Dowell. If Emperor 
Raynerson or the Conspiracy discovers this... My God, Pll be boiled in motor oil.” 

“Still, you should’ve told all of us. We’re friends—your bodyguards, after all.” 

“Of course, I make no bones over that fact. As Adelburgers, as Leibgarde, 
you’re sworn to protect me and my sister. Even then, there’s also a chance for you 
guys to screw up and start talking. Anything can happen these days.” 

“You can’t always be too careful.” 

“Exactly,” Harold agreed. He embraced Hannelore. “Are we still friends?” 

“Until the bitter end,”’ Hannelore recanted the motto of the Ryanite 
Adelburgers. “Until the bitter end.” 

Tears poured out of Harold and Hannelore’s eyes. Both cried while they were 
in each other’s arms. 

2K OK 


(Two days later) 
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After classes ended on Friday, Harold strolled to the park. He sat on a bench 
next to Hannelore. He wanted to reconcile his friendship with her after Halfrida 
threatened retaliation on Wednesday. “Listen, I was wondering if we could...” 

“Pm sorry about earlier.” Hannelore pressed her left elbow on the metal 
armrest of a bench. The wooden bench stood on the grass behind the Virgin Mary 
statue. She leaned her head against the palm of her hand. “I shouldn’t have 
threatened you without realizing that I was dealing with a Brotzman.” 

“You don’t have to have to be sorry,” Harold told her. “I should have 
spoken up and voice my opposition the moment my sister introduced this idea.” 

“Things would have turned out differently.” Hannelore sobbed. A few tears 
rolled down her cheeks. 

Harold offered her a pack of tissues from his handbag. “Here.” 

“Th-thank you...” She grabbed a few pieces from the stack to wipe her eyes 
and a few more to blow her nose. She got up, tossed the used tissues into a trash 
bin several feet away from the bench, and returned to him. 

“Halfrida told me a lot about you, Hannelore,’ Harold said. “She says that 
you decided to attend high school in this country to get away from your younger 
sister. Is that true?” 

“She’s not lying,” Hannelore replied. “I wanted to prove myself to my family 
that I was better than my sister, Inge.” 

Harold crossed his legs. “You were jealous of the amount of attention your 
family had placed on Inge?” 

Hannelore paused. “Yeah,” she replied. “Inge was the reason why I started 
my acting career in Hollywood before we met.” She turned to him. “Why I 
decided to be your liaison to Bauer Industries.” 

“Sounds more like Halfrida, now that I think about it,” Harold blurted. 

“Don’t you find it interesting how we’re always overshadowed by our own 
siblings, eh?” Hannelore smirked. “How we strive to better because of them?” 

“T was going to say the same thing!’ Harold smiled. 

“You know, maybe we’re not so different after all.” 

“What, do you enjoy crossdressing as much as my sister does?” 

“No silly.” She laughed. “I’m surprised that I have a much warmer reception 
while being with you than anyone else in your whole family.” 

“You don’t like my sister?” 

“Halfrida is special.” She winked at him. “Most girls around our age don’t 
obsess over big boots, big guns, and big bombs.” 

Harold chuckled. “That’s so true.” 

“You see what I meanr” Hannelore smiled. “We should go out sometime.” 

“Are you sure about thatr” Harold gestured at the clothes he was wearing. 
“People will think you and my sister are lesbians.” 

“T think people have a much higher chance of seeing a UFO than seeing me 
and Halfrida falling in love.” She giggled. 

“Come on, I was just playing with you. Of course, I won’t go out dressed like 
this. Then again, I’m more or less engaged to Allison at the moment.” 
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“Dating wasn’t what I had in mind, Harold.” Hannelore shook her head. “I 
was thinking about the relationship you have with Margaret or her sister for 
instance. Every time I see you and her, you both get along on mutual terms, yet it’s 
a platonic relationship.” 

“Let’s just say that Margaret and I think on similar terms,” Harold spoke. 
“Think about it: all ten of us are affected by our own pasts.” 

“Name some examples.” 

“Halfrida finds inspiration in the annals of military history. Margaret wants to 
avenge a wrong in her past. Walther and Isolde are running away from their past 
to find a clean slate in the US. Chandlet’s discernment is rooted in his childhood 
dreams. Lance is driven by the fame and fortunes of past Jackbooters. Virgil’s past 
life on the streets hardened him. And Drusilla doesn’t know who her father was.” 

“What about you, Harold?” 

“Did I ever tell you about my motivations?” 

“You didn’t.” She shook her head. “Or if you did, I don’t remember.” 

“Short and sweet, I want to build a new legacy for my family. ’'m tired of 
hearing about how our greatest heyday happened in the Third Reich. To me, I 
think we can do better and GACSS is our best shot at creating a positive legacy for 
future generations.” 

Harold pointed at Hannelore. “What about you? Is your past always about 
your sister more than anything?” 

“Tt wasn’t always this way,” Hannelore sighed. “I guess being here with you is 
my way of securing a place in my family’s business.” 

“And what happens if you don’t succeed?” 

“What happens if GACSS doesn’t succeed?” 

The question left Harold dumbfounded. “I don’t know what to tell you. It’s a 
tough question, but as long as we do our best, anything is possible.” 

“T guess that’s true.” Hannelore looked away from him. “You know?” 

“Yes Hannelore?” Harold eyed her. 

“About my acting career...” Hannelore tilted her chin down and started at 
the concrete footpath. “Do you think I'll be able to rebuild it within GACSS?” 

“Youre still interested in acting and filmmaking?” 

“Yeah.” She nodded. “It’s what I want to do once this war ends.” Hannelore 
got up from the bench. “I guess Pll try my luck on the Ryanite filming companies 
in Wonderland.” She waved at him. “See you later, Harold.” 

“Bye Hannelore.” Harold watched her leave the park, alone. 
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Chapter Eight: Running Errands 


ise Man; September 26"-October 4", 2014 
Pp 


‘I sure hope God broke the mold when He created you kids. You are both a disgrace!” 
-Horst Brotzman, to Harold and Haltrida 


communiqué arrived at the desk inbox. Halfrida, crossdressing as Harold, 

was seated in the comfy desk chair. She reached her hand into the inbox. 
The RGA’s Stahlhelm emblem was stamped on the front of the envelope. “Did 
this come straight out of Castle Blackstone?” 

Harold, standing in front of the desk with his hands behind his back, 
delivered the communiqué on Allison’s behalf. He spent the past couple days 
running errands for Halfrida. “Yes,” he answered, “General Staff of RGA High 
Command sends us their regards.” 

“Nice to of them to share,” Halfrida said. She tore the sealed flap on the 
envelope and unfolded the communiqué. She took her time reading. “You can 
look at the letter from over my shoulder.” She beckoned him to stand behind her. 

“Of course,” Harold retorted. He hovered next to Halfrida. 

RGA High Command had prepared the communiqué for Harold. Even they 
were kept in the dark about the twins’ crossdressing ploys. The document was 
typed on an old typewriter. Greetings State Chancellor Brotzman, it declared, We have 
much to report on developing events as of late. In the Dweller World, the Independent Dweller 
Army, inspired by their successes in Setonburg and New Hope last month, is poised to launch 
amphibious landings on the east bank of the Waters of Rebirth. Enemy troops have yet to seize 
Mothers Den, but it will not be long before they can recapture the city. 

Halfrida turned to her brother. “Have our friends in the Remnants Marine 
(Navy) lost control of Rebirth Waters in the Dweller World?” 

“According to High Command’s communiqué, yeah,” Harold replied. 

“If that’s the case, then our armies are on equal footing with the IDA.” 
Halfrida narrowed her eyes on the next paragraph. “Unless, unless we manage to 
seize the ‘Seven Sisters’ cities beneath West Virginia and Kentucky.” 

“Seven Cities,” he pondered, “Those are Dweller cities, right?” 

“Yeah, it refers to the seven big Dweller cities beneath Kentucky and West 
Virginia,” explained Halfrida. “Theyre connected along a major highway of 
tunnels, stretching across the northeast and southwest regions of those states. 
Back in June, when the RGA launched ‘Case Red’ to bring the Dweller World 
under our control, the northern entry point was sealed off with explosives.” 

“They're cut off from the rest of the Dweller World?” 

“No.” Halfrida shook her head. “The southern entry point is still open and it 
leads straight to Dweller cities situated along the Deep South.” 

Who controls the Dweller World in the Southeast or the Deep South? Harold walked 
away from his sister. He approached a map of the subterranean realm pinned to a 
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wall to the right of the State Chancellor’s desk. The map depicted the exact 
location of every Dweller tunnel, village, town, and city below North America. 

He studied the lands beneath in the Southeastern United States. Key Dweller 
territories in Tennessee, both Carolinas, Georgia, Alabama, Mississippi, Arkansas, 
Oklahoma, and northwestern Texas were shaded in green. Green means they're 
controlled by the Fellowship of Young Christians, Harold recalled. 

Southeastern Texas and Louisiana were marked in red. Red denotes 
Underground-IDA control, Harold noted. He glided his finger in the lands beneath 
Plorida. The whole region on the peninsula was shaded in blue. Harold snapped 
his fingers. Yep, we’re still in control of that place. 

“Are you done yet?” Halfrida called out to him. 

“Y’m done.” He returned to her side. “I just had to take a look at the map.” 
He pointed his thumb at the map. “So because the FYC are now at war with us as 
part of the Allies, the Seven Sisters are no longer cut off?” 

“Uh-huh,” Halfrida answered. 

“And what makes the Seven Sisters important to the Allies?” 

“Those seven Dweller cities are renowned for their heavy industries, mining 
operations and Anomaly refineries,’ Halfrida said. “Barring New Hope ort 
Setonburg, they alone provide twenty percent of the IDA’s war material.” 

Harold yawned. “Is there anything special about the ones the FYC controls?” 

“Dweller cities along the Deep South are major centers of agriculture and 
food production.” Halfrida leaned back on the desk chair. “Capturing them, and 
the Seven Sisters, will be a huge blow to the Allies.” 

“Not just that, Halfrida,” Harold interjected. “If they captured those 
population centers intact, we could use them to benefit our own war effort.” 

Halfrida smiled. “I knew you had a knack for war, Harold.” 

“Let’s just say it runs in our veins.” Harold winked. 

The communiqué ended with optimism. Fortunately, we also have good news to 
report, the last paragraph proclaimed. The twenty divisions of 6 Army, all of which were 
lost during the recent fiasco, have been reactwated at your request. The incredible jump from five 
elite Adelbu divisions to twenty is also an encouraging sign. Please write back to us soon. 

“T knew I could count on you, dear brother.” Halfrida grinned. 

Smiling, Harold rubbed the back of his neck. “Don’t mention it, dear sister. 
We’re in this together, Harold as Halfrida, and Halfrida as Harold.” 

“We've been watching too many episodes of that one Anime,” his sister 
cackled like a deranged mass murderer. “You know the one, right?” 

Yeah, tell me about it, Harold confessed from the privacy of his thoughts. He 
chuckled. His lower arm leaned against the arm rest, on the right side of the chair. 
“What’s our next move in the Dweller World? Have we come up with one yet?” 

“T was about to ask you the same thing.” Halfrida tossed the communiqué on 
the desk and tilted her head to her brother. “We both wanted to take our own 
personal army to Other-Orlando, yeah?” 

“Ist Adelbu Panzer Division ‘Leibgarde Harold Brotzman’?” 
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Halfrida nodded. “High Command latest report can either dampen or further 
the war effort. We should make Castle Blackstone awake of our findings.” She 
rubbed the palms of her hands. “It’s necessary that we send the RGA grunts down 
south and capture those Dweller cities for us.” 

“While they are defending Mothers Den at the same time?” Harold asked. 

“Afraid so,” she told him. 

“Then let’s get cracking with our response.” Harold pushed the power button 
on the PC hard drive on his desk. “Pll let you do the honors.” 

The computer monitor flickered to life. “Yeah, since I’m supposed to be the 
State Chancellor,” Halfrida said. She reached for the mouse beside the keyboard. 
She opened up MS Word and began drafting a response. Her fingers tapped away 
on the keyboard like a machine gun. 

2 KK 
(One day later) 

The next morning, Harold ran errands for his sister at Plaidstadt. Exiting the 
State Chancellor’s office, he stepped into the third floor hallway. His arms 
clutched a fat stack of documents, sandwiched inside a composition file folder. 
His handbag was slung over his shoulder. Francis Leblanc should be waiting for me in the 
conference room down the hall past the elevator, he noted. 

Harold faced the left side of the hallway and advanced at a brisk pace. A 
couple yards ahead, a Thyssen-Krupp elevator appeared on his right. Margaret, his 
best friend from Bishop Dowell, was standing inside the elevator. He caught a 
glimpse of her before the doors closed. 

“T should talk to her once this is over,” he muttered under his throat. Passing 
the elevator a few doors down, he stopped at the conference room. He glanced at 
the brass placard on the wall next to the doorway. 378, the placard read. 

This is the place. Harold pulled the door handle and went inside. 

Reinforced with sound proof walls and brick-covered windows, the 
conference room took up half of the old classroom it was situated in. At the center 
were a small mahogany-furnished table and several vacant chairs. Francis Leblanc, 
the Head Director of the Confederation Program, sat upright across the room. 

“Good to see you again, Halfrida.” Leblanc was unaware that the State 
Chancellor was standing at the doorway. He gestured him to sit at the chair on the 
opposite end of the table. “Have a seat. We have much to discuss.” 

Harold nodded. He settled for the chair in front of him and laid the stack of 
documents on the table. “I assume you know why you are here?” 

“Yes, why of course,” Leblanc sighed. “If only Nathaniel Hawthorne was still 
alive to be here with us this morning.” 

“Right now, I am certain that he is watching us from beyond the gates of 
Heaven,” Harold said. “Before the year ends, what I want-what GACSS and all of 
Catholic America want—is the dissolution of the Confederation Program.” He 
folded his hands in a relaxed posture. “People are beginning to realize that this 
Confederation was intended to stall the Republic’s westward expansion.” 
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“Nobody is denying that,’ Leblanc admitted. “But even you should know 
that such an agreement was done under duress. Hawthorne and I were still under 
Lady Ostara’s grasp, two years ago.” 

Why didn’t Halfrida tell me this sooner? Harold’s eyes narrowed. “Then let’s 
begin, shall wer” With both hands, he picked up the documents laid on the table 
and read them aloud. “Under the terms dictated by Harold, Halfrida and Ulrich 
Brotzman, we hereby ask that the Confederation Program be dissolved before the 
end of 2014. We wish to extend the fruits of our labors to our neighbors in the 
southern US states.” 

Harold continued. “Therefore, what will it take for you to resign from your 
position as “Head Minister of the Confederation Program’?” He glanced at him. 

Leblanc stroked his chin. “What about the bishops? Not long ago, some of 
them were skeptical of the Republic’s success. Have they changed their minds?” 

“Pve spoken to Cardinal Wolk,” Harold said. “It appears that the bishops 
along southeastern US ate now considering the Republic Program over the 
Confederation. The ones out west ate a different story.” 

“What a sudden change, wouldn’t you agree?” 

‘Well,’ Harold replied, “It takes time to build a reputation, an impression.” 

Francis motioned him to continue reading. “Go on...” 

Harold returned to the paper in his hands. “To compensate for this, we 
would like for you to help us manage the affairs of our pro-Catholic puppet 
regime, the Dweller Coalition.” 

“ve heard about it,’ Francis chimed. “A bunch of Catholic Dwellers 
opposed to the Independent Dwellers and the Communist PNU has formed their 
own government down there. They claimed Underworld, that Dweller city west of 
Wonderland, as their capital.” 

Francis looked at Harold. “But anyway, you were saying?” 

“We want you to be the Military Commissariat to the Coalition.” Harold set 
the paper down on the table. “This means you'll be working alongside the 
Coalition’s government to maintain the RGA occupation of their territories.” 

“Sounds like fun.” Francis smiled. “Pve always wanted to go on an expensive 
shopping trip downstairs. What’s the catch?” 

“As Military Commissariat,” Harold said, “You’re responsible for maintaining 
the Coalition’s rationing, curfew, and conscription policies. Our Jackbooter 
industries at home have various clients within the Coalition, all of whom are 
backing our war effort.” 

“In other words, I’m supposed to be some sort of administrative enforcer, 
right? Leblanc pondered. 

Harold nodded. “In a way, that is correct,” he told him. 

“Say no more.” Leblanc leaned forward. “You can count on me.” He pointed 
at Harold. Before Harold could say anything, Leblanc interjected, “I know, I 
know: I should think about this first, but why should I? You’ve done a lot for me, 
Halfrida, and this is my way of paying you back.” 
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What is he babbling about? Harold pondered. Still disguised as Halfrida, he 
played along. “Yes, consider it as compensation for my services to you.” Exactly 
what Halfrida did to deserve Francis Leblanc’s yes-man response eluded him. I’ve 
got to tell Halfrida about this. 

“Tt was a pleasure working for you, Halfrida.” Leblanc smiled. 

“Likewise,” Harold retorted. 

2K 
(One week Later) 

The halls of Neumann and Seton were empty on an early Saturday morning. 
Apart from the occasional pair of patrolling Civil Guards and a handful of 
afterschool club meetings, the risk of eavesdroppers was low. Harold strolled 
alongside Cousin Ulrich, still crossdressing as his sister. He straddled his handbag 
on his shoulder, his trusty SIG Sauer P210 inside, loaded. 

Ulrich snickered at Harold. Like the others, even he was skeptical of his 
cousin’s decision to crossdress. “Still playing dress up, I see.”” He shook his head. 
“And here I thought you and Halfrida had grown out of it.” He stared at him with 
a perplexed gaze. “Tell me, Cousin Harold, are you a closet homosexual?” 

“Wh-what kind of question was that?” Harold’s eyebrows rose, taken aback 
by Ulrich’s mere suggestion. 

“Be honest.” Ulrich winked. “You don’t need to be shy; no one’s listening to 
us. Plus, I’m pretty sure you got a secret boyfriend attending Father Jacobson, the 
esteemed sister school of St. Eustace.” 

The family still thinks I'm homosexual, but I'm not. Harold smacked his palm 
against his forehead. “Look, I’ve told you already: I don’t swing that way.” 

“What about your sister?” Like Joseph McCarthy, Ulrich was relentless in his 
accusations. “Is she a lesbian?” 

“Quit it.” Harold slapped his cheek. 

“Ow!” Ulrich’s left cheek reddened. 

“Por the last time,” Harold scolded his cousin, “I’m not a tranny and I’m not 
some kind of queer either!” He grabbed Ulrich’s chin and tilted it towards his face. 
“Look at me: I’m as straight as a flagpole.” 

Ulrich cracked a smile. “I beg to differ.” 

“Whatever.” Releasing his hand from Ulrich’s chin, Harold rolled his eyes. 
“It’s not the reason why I came to see you this morning. There ate more 
important matters right now than what my sexual preferences are.” 

Two guardsmen passed by them on their patrol. They came from an adjacent 
corridor, paying no attention to the cousins as they advanced closer to the doors 
leading to school courtyard. 

Harold and Ulrich pushed both doors open and strolled into the school 
courtyard. They followed the cobblestone footpath to a bench in front of the 
statues of the school’s patron saints. Outside, the cool autumn air heralded the end 
of along, hot summer. A strong wind carried red, orange, and yellow leaves in the 
air. Some landed on the other benches. A few littered the grass around the statues. 
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Cousin Ulrich sat on the bench. He tapped his palm on space beside him. 
Once, twice, three times. “You are not going to sit with me?” He smirked. “Is it 
because of what I said earlier?” 

“Not quite.” Harold folded his arms, imitating one of his sister’s usual 
mannerisms. “Like I said, I got tons of other things to do, Cousin. The last I want 
is you harassing me about my sexuality.” 

“Ja, like what?” Ulrich yawned. 

“Hunting down Lady Ostara, battling the Underground and its Allies, 
westward expansion of the Republic Program.” Harold held up three fingers on 
one hand. “It’s like you’d care, anyway.” 

“So you came all this way to tell me that? You don’t believe me when I said 
that my Opa sent me, among other things, to help you and your sister with 
Brotzmanskrieg?” Ulrich laughed. “Are you some kind of moron?” 

“You have your priorities, Halfrida and I have ours,” he told him. “Besides, 
my sister has some paperwork waiting for me back at Plaidstadt.” 

“Tsk, tsk.” Ulrich etinned. “Was it that hard to say just that?” 

“Perhaps.” Harold sighed. Memories from the past six days crept into his 
mind. The 2014 elections to elect new Representatives and a Speaker for the 
Republic Program’s Convention was a brief, mundane affair. “By the way, have 
you been paying attention to the election results?” 

Ulrich tilted his head to the side. “Ez, naturlich...” He snapped his fingers. 
“You did say you’ve got other things to do.” He paused. “Well, to be honest, I was 
surprised that Catholic Identity First and the Hawk Lobby won in the polls earlier 
this week. Seems like your sister’s gambit from two months back paid off.” 

I'm sure it did, Harold thought. “Oh yeah, so I heard,” he recalled. “Three- 
fourths of all Representatives are either Hawk Lobby or CIF party members. A 
similar landslide occurred in nine of out of ten student councils within every 
Catholic school under the Republic Program’s shadow.” 

“Ah, so you have been paying attention,” Ulrich smirked. 

“Sort of,” Harold said. “With the Dove Lobby now an opposition party, a 
new Convention has been formed.” 

“And yours truly has been elected to be your Speaker of the Convention.” 
Ulrich pounded a clenched fist against his chest. “Tell your Onkel, Father 
Leonard, I’ve sent my regards, okay?” 

Harold nodded. “Tl let him know.” 

Straight to the point, Ulrich asked his cousin: “What brings you here, on this 
Saturday morning, Cousin?” 

Harold placed his arms behind his back. “Halfrida has informed me that you 
received some damning intelligence regarding Emperor  Raynerson’s 
Underground.” He scratched the scalp of his light brown wig. “Where did you 
find this and how’d you get a hold of this intel?” 

“Pve got my sources.” Ulrich grinned. 

“Care to elaborate” Harold’s eyes squinted. 
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Ulrich shook his head. “They prefer to remain anonymous,” he added. “All 
you need to know is that Emperor Raynerson held a summit for the four big 
Allied Powers at a beachside resort somewhere in Otherworld’s Eden.” 

Reports of the recent Allied summit worried Harold. What was going on over 
there? He implored his cousin to continue. “Did your sources uncover anything 
important from this summit?” 

“T don’t know the specifics, so treat this with a grain of salt,’ Ulrich said. 
“They’ve told me that Emperor Raynerson has signed a treaty between his Allies. 
The Underground, the Fellowship of Young Christians, the Independent Dwellers, 
and the People’s Northwestern Union will not accept anything less than 
Unconditional surrender.” 

Harold’s heart sank, his eyes flew open. This has to be a bad dream. 

“But that’s not all.” Ulrich held up a finger. “My sources also learned that the 
Allies are planning to launch an ambitious amphibious landing to retake Other- 
Plorida from GACSS.” He smirked in delight. “And if what they said was true, the 
planning, manpower, and resources will make D-Day look like a Life Teen 
summer camp.” 

Ah no, that can’t be good. Harold shivered at the thought of being on the 
receiving end of a D-Day-inspired battle. He remembered his sister’s pet project, 
the Halfrida Brotzman Geschiitz, being located in Other-Orlando. “Emperor 
Raynerson and the Allies want to destroy it?” he pondered. 

“Uh-huh,” Ulrich retorted. “That big railway supergun is a big target, not to 
mention protected by tens of thousands of RGA and Adelbu troops.” 

Harold clenched his fists and stiffened his resolve. I’m got to tell Halfrida about 
this! “Cousin,” he told Ulrich, “Thanks for the heads up. I need to leave.” 

“You're leaving this soon?” Ulrich raised an eyebrow. 

“What you’ve told me is of great concern to Halfrida.” He turned away from 
Ulrich. “Tl see later.” 

“Report back to me once you get that mess sorted out.” 

“T promise.” Harold walked away from him, reentering the school building. 
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Chapter Nine: Brotzman Plotted With The Kremlin! 


(Godmother and Renate; October 10”, 2014) 
“Welcome to the Fourth Reich. Where Hitler failed, Horst Brotzman succeeded through 
financial, political, military, and scientific wizardry. It’s the new Nazi business model.” 

-Margaret Diana Richardson 


argaret dragged herself out of her bed amidst the wails of an alarm clock 
KM: an adjacent nightstand. Everything around her was a blurry mess. 

Dressed in a silky nightgown, she stretched her arms and rubbed her eyes. 
She turned off the alarm clock and picked up a pair of eyeglasses resting beside it. 
Everything became clear through its circular lenses. 

An iPhone laid on the floor, at the foot of the nightstand, a charger 
connecting it to a nearby power socket. The phone rang. Who's calling me at this 
time? Margaret pondered. She detached the charger from the iPhone and answered 
the call. “Hello,” she spoke into it. 

Harold’s voice greeted her on the other end. “Good morning, Margaret.” 

“Morning,” she retorted. “How’re things going with you in Philadelphia?” 

“At St. Eustace?” Harold said. “It could be better, for now.” 

She placed the smartphone on her left ear. “Are you coming back Arlington, 
back to attending Bishop Dowell with your old best friend?” 

“No, but Pll see you again next week,” he reminded her. “Halfrida and I are 
still on our current arrangements. Neither of us have no intentions of quitting 
anytime soon.” 

“*That’s a ‘no’, huh?” she asked. 

“Pretty much,” he replied. 

Why did I bother asking? Margaret yawned. “In any case, [ll see you around.” 

“Okay, goodbye then.” Harold hung up. 

Margaret set her phone on the nightstand beside her bed. She walked into her 
room’s walk-in closet. She changed into a white blouse, light gray sweater, dark 
gray tie, khaki knee-length skirt, white knee socks and polished black oxfords. To 
her astonishment, her school uniform still fitted her like a glove. Once dressed, 
Margaret grabbed a hairbrush from a drawer in her nightstand and straightened 
her platinum blonde hair. She braided the tresses back with her dead mother’s old 
sky-blue ribbon. 

The clock on her nightstand struck 6:40AM. Margaret exited her home 
through the front door. She found Halfrida sitting on the steps of the porch, 
dressed in her brother’s Bishop Dowell uniform. It was similar to Margaret’s, 
except the male uniform had khaki pants instead of a pleated skirt. 

“Did I take too long?” Margaret asked her. 

Halfrida tilted her head. “No,” she answered. “I came in through that 
Teleportation Transponder inside your garage, at the same time as your siblings 
were leaving.” 
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“T swore they left the house without me.” Margaret turned her head right to 
glance at the sidewalk across the street. The sun hung over the horizon. The 
sidewalk led straight to Bishop Dowell. This ain’t like old times, she thought. 

“They did.” Halfrida got up and stuffed her handbag into her backpack. She 
grabbed the backpack by the straps and fastened them on her back. “Are we 
walking together? I promise to tell you everything you wanted to know.” 

“Alright.” She motioned her to make the first step. “Lead the way.” 

Halfrida nodded. She and Margaret went down the steps of the front porch 
and trudged through the trimmed grass on the lawn. Wet dew formed on their 
polished black oxfords. They crossed the street without looking both ways and 
stepped onto the sidewalk and headed toward Bishop Dowell. 

With his sister and Margaret following him, Harold strolled away from the 
front lawn of the Richardson residence. They crossed the street in order to reach a 
sidewalk on the opposite side. From there, they traveled along the sidewalk and 
headed east. 

On the way to school, Margaret exchanged small-talk with Halfrida. 

“While Hitler and the Nazis aren’t around anymore, the people who brought 
them into power are,” Margaret argued. “Recent events have taught me that.” 

“And you are right. There are still people in my family who are Nazis.” 

“Thanks to President Wolff, I managed to dig up some classified stuff from 
the CIA, FBI, and NSA.” Margaret held up a finger on one hand. “I think it’s 
relevant to our story and its true antagonist.” 

“Let’s hear it then.” Halfrida crossed her arms. 

“Obersturmbannfibrer Horst Brotzman was a business mogul in the 44 
Wirtschafts und Verwaltungshauptamt GA-WVHA, “44 Economic and Administrative 
Main Office’). He ran the group’s profitable businesses, gave the $4 enough money 
to start the Holocaust. He was also a disciple of Obergruppenjiihrer Dr.-Ing. Hans 
Kammler, the architect of Auschwitz and head of all Nazi secret superweapon 
programs. In a way, Horst lorded over his own Reich within the Third Reich.” 

Halfrida kept listening. “Go on.” 

A second finger went up. “He masterminded two elaborate plans to rebuild 
Nazi Germany after 1945. One plan involved the Remnants, the other involved 
this money he made during the Holocaust. Your family is a major backer for Neo- 
Nazi causes around the globe and now antisemitism in Europe is growing.” 

“Pm not surprised,” Halfrida said. 

Another finger on Margaret’s hand followed. “Your family even helped Neo- 
Nazis in West and East Germany spread their ideology to the Middle East. They 
trained young radical Muslims terrorist tactics, tactics that they perfected. In 1960s 
Barcelona, they held a secret meeting with terrorists like Yasser Arafat and 
Obersturmbannfibrer Otto Skorzeny.” 

The latter name sounded familiar to Halfrida. “I read Skorzeny’s memoir and 
books about him. He’s the father of modern terrorism. What else did you find?” 

Margaret continued with a fourth finger. “Rogue states like Iraq, Libya, and 
North Korea aren’t immune to Horst’s ambitions. He played middle man between 
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an Austrian Far-Right party leader and dictators Saddam Hussein and Muammar 
Gaddafi. Both dictators, before their demise, donated over fifty million dollars to 
this late politician.” 

“What happened to him?” 

“On a drunken night, he sped his Volkswagen, crashed into something, flew 
out of the windshield to his death. I can’t tell you his name, because his party is 
now on the verge of controlling the Austrian government.” 

“What about North Korea?” Halfrida asked. 

“The Communist trappings are all a ruse to trick everyone.” Margaret 
clenched her fists. “Domestic propaganda features Americans, Japanese, and 
others as Untermenschen. North Koreans ate a Herrenrasse, whose blood must not be 
tainted by foreigners.” 

“How did this affect relations with other Communist countries?” 

“Consider this: one of Fidel Castro’s ambassadors, a Black Cuban man, was 
almost lynched by an angry mob for having sex with a local woman.” 

“Holy crap!” Halfrida’s eyebrows rose. 

“But worse of all, Horst had an indirect role on 9/11 and the War on 
Terror.” Margaret held up a fifth finger. “One of Horst’s friends, a French-Swiss 
banker and Hitler worshipper named Frangois Genoud, financed radical Muslims 
like Osama Bin Laden and his family. That link was revealed after 9/11.” 

“Oh my God!” Halfrida’s jaw dropped. The truth was a like a divine 
intercession by God himself. It was as if He allowed her and Harold to not chase 
after the old Faustian deal with the Devil. “I’m glad I didn’t make that deal!” 

“Good thing you didn’t.” Margaret smiled. “This is a Nazi St. Paul who 
ditched his 44 uniform on the Damascus road. He donned a two-piece Armani 
suit, a Rolex watch around his wrist, and an armband with a Swastika on it. 
Standing before the Fuhrer, he clicks his heels and raises his arm above his 
shoulders. He shouts, ‘Hei/, Mein Fiihrer,”’ 

“Just sign on the dotted line with your blood,”’ Halfrida murmured. 

“And that’s what those men did,” Margaret warned. “They wanted to wield 
Horst’s power and further their own goals. None of them realized that they also 
signed their death warrants.” 

Halfrida’s blood boiled. She gritted her teeth. “What the hell is wrong with 
my family?” It’s almost as if they’re still fighting World War II!” 

“Maybe the War on Terror is a continuation of that war and Brotzmanskrieg 
is just one huge battle,” Margaret suggested. 

“Makes a lot of sense to me.” Halfrida nodded her head. 

“The evidence is there, Halfrida,” she stressed. “All we have to do is open 
our eyes and admit it!” 

“And we will.” Halfrida crossed her arms. “The truth will set us free.” 

“Why yes.” Margaret sighed. “But did you and Harold lose your minds when 
you decided to make that deal with Horst?” 
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“Before President Wolff came to our aid, we were desperate,” Halfrida 
lamented. “GACSS needed to forge a Qverfront-a Crossfront—a marriage of 
convenience between powerful forces.” 

“Horst is a stereotypical bad guy,” Margaret told her. “But the President is a 
good man who has our interests at heart. Just don’t think too much about his 
devotion to the Catholic faith and we’ll be fine.” 

Towards the end of the sidewalk, the girls arrived at an intersection. They 
stopped next to a stop sign. The school campus stood beyond the road ahead of 
them. No cars were parked at the school’s parking lot. 

Margaret and Halfrida looked both ways. From the road on their left, a red 
Chevy sedan cruised past them. A black Dodge muscle car passed by them, its 
engine revving, smoke pouring out of the rear exhaust pipe. It turned left on the 
road the Chevy came from and sped away. 

Looking in both directions, Halftida crossed the street at a brisk pace. 
Margaret followed her. Halftida looked over their shoulders. 

The girls strolled through the empty parking lot and reached the main 
entrance. Past the front steps, shaded under a small roof, Margaret pulled the 
handles on one of the doors. “Did Harold give you the keys to the school?” 

“More like a skeleton key.” Halfrida settled her backpack on the ground and 
reached into handbag to retrieve it. The key was a golden key with a diamond 
encrusted skull inside a solid circle. “The principal won’t mind us; the key’s part of 
responsibility as State Chancellor.” She inserted it into the slot and turned it 
counterclockwise, unlocking the door. 

Margaret pulled the door handle again and held the door for Halftida as she 
went inside. She followed her to the atrium past the main entrance. Three halls 
appeared up front, on their left, and on their right. All three went to different areas 
around the school building. 

In the middle of the atrium, Margaret spoke to Halfrida. “Are we safe here?” 

“For now,” Halfrida said. “Look, my family has done a lot of stupid things in 
the past and I now understand my brother’s desire to build a new legacy.” 

“Do you now understand the end goal of this GACSS?” she asked her. 

“Sort of,” Halfrida replied. “We're trying to rebuild American Catholic 
Education, improve upon it and train a new generation of young Catholics. The 
goal: uphold the Catholic faith and spread it to Dweller World and Other World.” 

“But that’s not what Horst and his grandchildren want, except Ulrich, of 
course.” Margaret sighed. “They wanted GACSS to overthrow the United States 
or create a nuclear war with Russia. From the ashes of nuclear fire and radiation, 
the Fourth Reich is rising through the power of the Overfront.” 

“What about the Remnants of Neadeutschlanae’ Margaret added. “Can we still 
trust the others, the Lovers, Prime Minister Lester von Baumgartner, RGA, 
Coalition, CSI?” 

“There are lots of good Remnants, just as there are bad ones,” Halfrida said. 
“Lovers and von Baumgartner are one of the good guys. Adelbu, RGA, Dweller 
Coalition, CSI are still loyal to me and Harold. Same goes for our friends.” 
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Margaret breathed a sigh of relief. Thank God. 

Halfrida stoked her chin. The pieces of a jigsaw puzzle inside her head came 
together like a crackpot conspiracy theory. “Nothing is what it seems.” 

Margaret darted her head around the atrium. She held one arm close to het 
chest and swept it away from her. “No matters what happens to us, Halfrida, we 
must end Brotzmanskrieg and stop your family. It’s a shame that Emperor 
Raynerson refuses to listen us.” 

“What are you implying, Margaret?” 

“We should bide our time first before making a move,” she spoke. “For now, 
let’s focus on dealing with school and Emperor Raynerson first.” 

“But do we even have a tomorrow?” 

Margaret nodded. “Remember what St. Rose Philippine Duchesne once said: 
‘Do not look back to the past, nor forward to the future. Claim only the present, 
for it holds God’s Will.’ Everything else will come in due time.” 

2K KK 

After their religion class on fourth period ended, Margaret and Halfrida’s 
lunch period began. Leaving their second floor classroom, they merged into a 
crowded hallway full of busy students. The girls turned left and proceeded down 
the hall. They traveled through the art wing until they reached a door leading to a 
secluded stairway. 

The door closed behind them. They trudged up the stairs to the third floor. 

“Where are we heading?” Margaret asked her. 

“To the Jackbooter bazaar inside the senior lounge,” she replied. 

“Are you planning to purchase something?” 

“None of the usual foodstuffs, Anomalies, copies of Catholic School Observer or 
exotics from the Dweller World.” Halfrida shook her head. “A Jackbooter from 
St. Eustace recently set up shop. She’s a friend of Lance and specializes in the sale 
of vacant real estate in Wonderland and Dweller World.” 

“And why are we buying property in Wonderland?” 

“No,” Halfrida corrected her, “The nearest Dweller city closest to 
Wonderland—‘Underworld.”” 

“So what’s the story then?” 

“A shipment from our friends in the CSI is arriving in the Wanderlandwerft 
shipyard sometime next week. It’s the Leibgarde’s order of a couple hundred St. 
Michael I/A MAFVs that I had arranged for Drusilla.” 

“So we’re going to need our own motor pool?” 

“That’s right, because the Lovers are planning to take them straight to the 
Otherworld. But first, I need to pick up that ‘delivery’ Virgil sent me.” At the top 
of the stairwell, Halfrida approached the door to a hallway on the third floor. She 
pushed it open and entered the hall with Margaret. 

They arrived at the senior wing. Margaret lockers stood against a wall, several 
feet away from the doorway. The locker next to Margaret’s belonged to Harold’s, 
which in turn was coopted by Halfrida. The path to the lockers was blocked by 
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hundreds of seniors on the way to their next class or else the cafeteria downstairs. 
The girls waited for the crowds to disperse. 

When the school bells rang a second time, the halls were emptied. Chatter 
faded into the background. Classroom doors closed. Halfrida and Margaret rushed 
to their lockers. Opening her brother’s locker, Halfrida pulled the camouflaged 
handle on a fake wall panel to reveal a hollowed-out compartment. Inside was a 
folder full of Bauer Industries corporation bonds. 

The bonds, authorized by Hannelore’s family business and the Canadian 
government, were valued at around five million US dollars. Halfrida clutched the 
folder close to her side. “Let’s go.” 

Across the hall from the senior lounge, Halfrida spotted one of Margaret’s 
brothers. James appeared before them on the right side of the hall. He stopped by 
to greet them. Blonde and blue-eyed like her sister and other brother, James 
exuded a sophisticated, well-mannered aura. 

“Hey, are you guys doing?” James asked. 

“Splendid,” Halfrida answered in a sardonic tone. 

“We're doing fine,” added Margaret. 

“Did you guys see Jen or Percival earlier?” he said. 

“Yes,” Halfrida lied. “I believe they were heading to the cafeteria.” 

“Sounds good to me.” James left the senior hall through the stairway. 

Margaret chuckled. “He’s still a simple-minded fool as always.” 

“T see,” Halfrida muttered. 

The girls continued down the hall to the senior lounge. The door opened as 
they approached it. A pair of Civil Guard guardsmen stepped out of the room. 

It was Margaret’s other siblings, Percival and Jennifer. Although he bore an 
uncanny resemblance to his brother, Percival was more of an athletic than an 
academic. Jennifer, a strawberry blonde wearing a pair contacts, at first had a 
personality the direct opposite of her sistet’s. 

“Good Morning, State Chancellor.” Margaret’s siblings saluted Halftida. 

“Hey guys,” Margaret ereeted. 

“Oh, it’s you...,” Jennifer spoke in a somber tone. 

“Are you still feeling down after what happened back in Setonburg?” 
Halfrida asked Margaret’s sister in her best Harold Brotzman impersonation. 

Jennifer said nothing and tilted her head away from her. 

“We don’t talk about it in front of her, Harold,” Margaret whispered in 
Halfrida’s eat. 

She’s still shaken after what happened? Halftida pondered to herself. 

“Can we help you, Harold?” Percival asked Halfrida. 

Halfrida cracked a smile. He doesn’t now it’s me. She looked into his eyes. “Not 
at the moment,” she told him. “Margaret and I are heading inside the lounge.” 

“Yes sit.” Percival turned to his other sister. “We should get going, Jen.” 

“Okay,” Jennifer retorted. 

The two guardsmen walked away. 

Halfrida knocked on the door. 
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A muffled female voice called out, “Is someone there?” 

Halfrida introduced herself. “The State Chancellor. Mind if I come in?” 

“Um, I can’t see why not,” the voice responded. 

Sounds of someone unlocking the door followed. Halfrida opened the door 
and veered into the room with Margaret. Upon entry, someone closed the closed 
behind them. A lone female student locked the door. 

The senior lounge at Bishop Dowell occupied a large chunk of space on the 
third floor. For a school of twelve-hundred students, Halfrida was impressed by its 
sheer size. Several Bishop Dowell students congregated around a couple stalls 
manned by Ryanite Jackbooters from other Catholic high schools. The 
Jackbooters peddled various wares with their customers and hageled over prices. 

Like an incredulous window-shoppers, Halfrida and Margaret glanced at the 
Jackbooters’ wares. The items on sale were things not found at the school store 
next to the cafeteria. One Jackbooter sold candies and sweets from over thirty 
countries. Another sold wool and silk clothing for both sexes. A few even sold 
exotic commodities such as powerful Anomalies from the Otherworld and 
luxuries from the Dweller World. 

But out of all of them, one Jackbooter caught Halfrida’s attention. A raven- 
haired girl in a St. Eustace uniform sat on a lofty couch, legs crossed. Picking up a 
tea kettle from a coffee table, the female Jackbooter poured hot tea into a teacup. 

That must be Lance’s friend. Halfrida walked toward the female Jackbooter and 
sat on the couch in front of the coffee table. Margaret joined them. 

“Are you a friend of Lance Jansen?” Halfrida asked. 

“Why yes,” the girl spoke in a British accent. She glanced at the girls seated in 
the couch. Like everyone else, she was unaware of Halfrida’s presence. “I assume 
you must be the State Chancellor and Representative Richardson?” 

They nodded. 

“T was expecting you two.” 

“Then you know why we’re here.” Halfrida pointed at her. “Show us the 
property profile.” 

The real estate broker reached for the handbag standing on the seat next to 
her. She pulled out a folder and laid it on the coffee table, next to the tea kettle. 
She motioned the two girls to show her the money. 

Halfrida responded by settling the folder of Bauer Industries bonds next to 
the other folder. 

The female Jackbooter gestured Halfrida to grab the folder. “Take a look.” 

Picking up the other folder, Halfrida pulled out a stack of photos. The photo 
on the top of the stack depicted a damaged workshop. The interior and its 
machinery were in various states of disrepair. Much of the damage appeared to be 
caused by hostile sabotage and demolitions. The rest of the stack showed the floor 
plans of the property. 

“That place looks familiar,” Margaret muttered under her throat. She pointed 
at the photos. “I’ve been there.” 

Halfrida eyed Margaret. “You have? What do you know about it?” 
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“A motor pool for IDA-issue MAFVs,” Margaret recalled. “Last year, Isolde 
and I blew it up with Semtex. Since then, neither the locals nor the IDA were 
interested in repairing the facility. It remained in that state, even after the RGA 
captured Underworld, a couple months back.” 

“Perfect.” Halfrida closed the folder and settled it on the coffee table. “How 
do you want for the property?” 

“Thirty million dollars up front,” the Jackbooter replied. 

“Deal.” Halfrida shook her hand. “Feel free to count the money.” 

“T trust you, State Chancellor.” The Jackbooter smiled. “Is’ not all there, 
Lance and I will collect the rest...with interest...” 

“We'll keep that in mind,” Margaret said. 

2K 

Returning from the cafeteria with the other seniors, Margaret wandered away 
from them. She veered into the freshmen wing of the school for her study hall 
period. In the halls, the freshmen gawked at her and gossiped behind her back. 
She overheard small talk made between two sophomore girls walking beside her. 

“May Representative Richardson be blessed with a long life,” one sophomore 
told her friend. 

“She is like a big sister to the rest of us,” the other sophomore fawned. 

Other Ryanites can’t get enough of me. Margaret shuttered as she walked into the 
classroom. It’s almost like a cult of personality. She spotted ‘Halfrida’, talking with the 
teacher next to the front marker board. She stood next to them. 

“Harold and I will be heading to library for today,” Margaret said. 

“Pll make note of that,” the teacher replied, filling out an attendance sheet 
taped to the marker board. 

Halfrida spoke in a voice identical to her brother. “Thank you, Mrs. Pearce.” 
She turned to Margaret, revealing a diagonal scar across her face. “Come on, 
Margaret, let’s get going.” 

Margaret eyebrows rose. Wait a minute, was that the real Harold just now? She 
followed the twin sibling out of the room. Outside the classroom, she reached into 
her handbag and showed him a gun magazine. “Want to read this in the library?” 

“Sorry, ’'m not interested.” The twin sibling shook his head. 

Yep, that’s Harold alright. Margaret smirked, her hands wrapped around her 
wait. “Harold, is that you?” She cocked her head to the side. 

Harold whispered in her ear. “Yes, it’s me. We need to talk somewhere safe.” 

“Why can’t we talk out herer” She put the magazine away in her handbag. 

School bells rang, signaling the beginning of sixth period. “Like I said, it’s not 
safe.” Harold latched onto her wrist and dragged her away from the doorway. “Tl 
explain more in the library.” 

Past the library doors, Harold and Margaret strolled past several empty aisles 
before finding a secluded spot in the other side of the room. Harold checked their 
surroundings for hidden observers. 

Margaret leaned on a table lined against a wall. Between her stood two chaits. 
She folded her arms. What is up with those twins? She sighed. 
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Harold made the sign of the cross between two aisles of shelves and returned 
to the table. Standing by the table, he whispered to Margaret. “I’m sorry to take up 
your time, but something’s come up.” He settled his backpack on the floor and sat 
in the chair on her left. 

“First of all,” Margaret said, “How did you get here from St. Eustace?” 

“T took a Teleportation Transponder to get here,” he explained. “We 
smuggled one into the school. All the Jackbooters in the senior lounge have idea 
that it’s here. RGA protocol insists that school carries only one to prevent Allied 
infiltrators.” 

“Where’s Halfrida?” Margaret glanced at the aisles. “Is she still here?” 

“No.” He shook his head. “She’s at St. Eustace.” 

“So why ate you here?” 

“High Command is on high alert,” Harold spoke. “The Allies are launching a 
major amphibious and airborne offensive in the Otherworld. The Underground 
wants to seize the Halfrida Brotzman Geschiitz in Other-Florida.” 

Margaret planted her hands on the table. “When?” 

“Three hours ago,” he answered. 

“Do the Lovers or the others know about this?” 

“That all-boy school Archbishop Kurz and its sister school for girls, Joseph 
Callahan, reported the Lovers as absent.” 

“Could it have something to do with the sudden offensive?” She voiced. 

“Apparently,” Harold replied. “I think they went to the Otherworld without 
telling us or the others.” 

“Damn,” Margaret muttered under her throat. “What’s the plan then?” 

“We go to my house afterschool,” he told her. “From there, we rally the 
others and we'll head straight to the Other-Orlando.” 

“And what do we do from there?” 

Harold paused. 

“Ts something the matter?” 

‘We'll find out once we reunite with the Lovers.” 

“That’s it?” 

“The Lovers may know more than both of us combined.” 

“Alright, PI come find you before afternoon prayers and dismissal.” 

“Great.” Harold winked. 
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Part Two: Schlag Aus Der Nachhand 


(Backhand Blow) 
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THE DAWNING DAY 
Chapter Ten: Buying Time 
(Ryanite Chorus; October 18", 2014) 


“Our goal is simple: buying time.” 
-Harold Brotzman 


beaches of Normandy. Dozens of Remnants warships sailed around the 
Peninsula. Hundreds of Ryanite A-Wing fighters patrolled the skies like 
swarms of locusts. On land, combat engineers spent months erecting thousands of 
concrete bunkers, pillboxes, trenches, minefields, and other fortifications. MAFVs, 
parked behind sandbags or mounds of dirt, covered major roads in and around the 
cities. Troops garrisoned countless buildings, civilians evacuated from their homes. 

Night descended on Other-Orlando. At the ruins of the city’s former airport, 
the impressive, grandiose Halfrida Brotzman Geschiitz was almost complete. The 
railway supergun was built over the tarmac behind the terminal building. Idle and 
inactive, the barrel ascended upward as tens of thousands of workers, technicians, 
engineers, and scientists waged a losing battle against time. 

A few miles west, Halfrida stood by the steps outside the Other-Orlando 
cathedral. She smiled in glee, studying the massive monstrosity with a pair of 
binoculars. Harold and their friends were standing alongside her. Everyone was 
clad in their charcoal black Fackeltrdger (Torchbearer) combat suits. 

“Well, there you have it, ladies and gentlemen.” She pointed in the general 
direction of the airport terminal. “That long tube thing over there is my big gun.” 

Chandler whistled. “It’s pretty huge.” 

“Yeah, aren’t we surprised about its bigness?” Lance chuckled. 

“Some things in life are experienced only once,” Hannelore said. 

“And this supergun ought to be one of them, right?” Drusilla chimed. 

Hannelore nodded. “Too true, Drusilla.” 

Virgil kept his mouth shut as always. 

“It better work,” Isolde groused. “Prime Minister Lester von Baumgartner 
didn’t bring it all the way from here Neudeutschland for nothing.” 

“Naturlich,’ Walther agreed. 

Margaret turned to Harold. “You think this thing could turn the tide of 
Brotzmanskrieg?” 

“Let’s pray to God that it can,” Harold replied. He drew the attention of his 
sister and peers toward himself. “Okay, people, we all know what’s at stake: the 
Halfrida Brotzman Geschiitz must not fall or be destroyed by the Allies.” He laid an 
unfolded map of Other-Orlando on the ground. 

The others and Halfrida kneeled around the map, their weapons slung over 
their shoulders. The map depicted friendly and hostile positions marked in blue 
and red wax pencils. Walther shined a flashlight at the map. The bright light 
revealed two large arrows converging on several blue brackets at the city outskirts 
from the north, east and south. 


O ther-Florida, the Otherworld’s version of Florida, was as fortified as the 
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“Whatever happens to us or the Leibgarde Division, there is no retreat,” 
Harold stressed. “We must hold out for as long as we can until the construction at 
the airport is finished.” 

“You don’t mean...?”’ Margaret gasped. 

“Even if it means to the last man, woman, and child,” Harold said. 

“This should be interesting,” Virgil blurted. 

“Then let’s split our squad into two teams,” Halfrida suggested. 

Chandler smirked. “Smart move.” 

Halfrida addressed her brother. “Harold, you take Margaret, Chandler, 
Walther and Drusilla and cover the areas at the southbound highway.” She 
reached into a pouch strapped to her RGA-issue webbing and whipped out a black 
wax pencil. With the wax pencil, she scribbled Harold’s name along the upper half 
of the map. She then scrawled her name on the lower half. 

“Meanwhile,” she continued, “I'll take Hannelore, Virgil, Isolde, and Lance to 
confront whatever comes from the north.” 

Lance pointed his finger on the right-hand side of the map. “Who’s covering 
the eastern sector, Representative Accardor” he pondered. 

“Yes, he told us that he’ll provide security at the airport and the beachhead to 
the east,” Halfrida said. “As for the west, RGA combat engineers were generous 
enough to flood the swamps there for us.” 

“Tn other words,” Walther elaborated, “We shouldn’t have to deal with Allied 
troops coming from that direction.” 

“Sounds good to me,” Lance murmured. 

Hundreds of planes and A-Wing fighters hummed overhead. Air raid sirens 
shattered the serene silence pervading the night. Throughout the city, searchlights 
and tracer fire from AA guns and FlaK cannons lit up the dark skies. Surface-to- 
Air Missiles fired by RGA soldiers posted on nearby rooftops arced upward. 

“Hear that?” Drusilla proclaimed to the others. “Time to rock and roll.” 

Doubt crept into Harold’s mind. Why do I get the feeling we're going to end up like 
the German soldiers at Normandy? He refolded the map, stood up and rushed away 
from cathedral. 

2 KK 

A brick wall on the side of a two-story building collapsed. Drusilla’s Hannibal 
Heavy MAFV crashed through the wall. Smoke poured out of the interior as it 
rolled onto a multi-lane intersection. Harold rushed through the exposed hole with 
Chandler, Walther, and Margaret in tow. The Hannibal steered right and followed 
the side street to an intersection along a southbound road. The highway was 
situated beyond the intersection. 

The others followed Harold to a car parked by the curb in front of the hole 
in the wall. Harold leaned his back against the front passenger door, swapping 
magazines on his SIG SG550 assault rifle. Walther leaned on the rear passenger 
door, while Margaret crouched behind the right bumper with an AKS-74U. 
Chandler set the bipod mount of his MG42 light machine gun over the car’s hood. 


80 


THE DAWNING DAY 

A squad of Underground soldiers approached the side street from an alley 
ahead of the parked car. They opened fire at Harold and his peers, charging 
towards them with fixed bayonets. 

Harold dodged the gunshots. “We got company!” He squeezed the trigger 
and sent several bullets to the alley. “Open fire!” 

Chandler unloaded his MG42, mowing down three of the soldiers inside the 
alley. Four survivors rushed back to a corner further in the alley, away from 
Chandler’s line of fire. They exchanged potshots from their new position. 

Two Underground soldiers appeared from a ledge on the rooftop of a nearby 
building. They opened fire. Chandler took cover. Margaret and Walther returned 
the favor. Walther’s finger tapped the trigger on his StG44 assault rifle. Margaret, 
on the other hand, sprayed her bullets on full-auto. 

From the corner of his right eye, Harold spotted Drusilla’s Hannibal on his 
right flank, turning left at the intersection. He patted the others’ shoulders. “We 
can’t lose sight of the Hannibal,” he yelled over the loud gunfire. 

Walther nodded. He grabbed a stick grenade, its wooden handle tucked into 
his jackboot. The handle felt smooth instead of the rough, coarse handles in 
regular fragmentation stick grenades. He unscrewed the matte-black cap on the 
bottom of the handle, revealing its pull cord. He plucked the pull cord and 
chucked it at alley. 

Thick white smoke blanketed the alley and the buildings between it. The 
Underground soldiers on the roof and in the alley lost sight of Harold and the 
others. They kept shooting, hoping that one of their shots would hit Harold and 
the others. 

As bullets whizzed past him, Harold led the others away from the side street. 
He rushed toward the intersection on the sidewalk and turned left. A dozen or so 
yards ahead, the Hannibal stopped in the middle of an intersection. Its horseshoe 
tutret took aim at a trio of Underground St. Longinus III/Fs downrange. The 
Light MAFVs were based on the Soviet T-70 tank, airdropped to support the 
airborne infantry. They traveled up the multilane road in a straight row. 

The three Longinus III/Fs spotted Harold and the others rushing down a 
sidewalk on the Hannibal’s left flank. They sprayed the four with their coaxial laser 
machine guns. The one in middle of the road even launched a high explosive shell 
at them. 

“Get down!” Harold shouted. He and the others hit the ground, evading the 
incoming high explosive projectile. The projectile missed them, hitting the corner 
of a wall behind them. They planted their faces on the ground, as bits and pieces 
of fallen debris collided on their coal scuttle helmets. 

Harold and the others retreated to a nearby alley. He and the others took 
cover behind a corner. The radio handset inside his satchel picked up chatter from 
Drusilla’s Hannibal. “Firing!” the gunner declared. 

The Hannibal’s high-velocity cannon fired a plasma bolt at the Longinus 
IH/F on the left side of the road. The bolt propelled a new hardened plasma shell 
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into the sloped chassis of the Longinus III/F. It split the hull in half, destroying 
the engine and turret. The Longinus erupted in flames. 

The Longinus in the middle fired an armor-piercing plasma bolt at the 
Hannibal. The red-hot bolt ricocheted on the Hannibal’s thick frontal armor. The 
one on the right fired another plasma bolt at the Hannibal’s turret. Again, the bolt 
failed to penetrate the hull. 

“Loaded,” the gunner declared over the radio. 

“Target the Longinus in the middle!” Drusilla said. 

“Yes ma’am!” the gunner responded. 

In one shot, the Hannibal blew the turret clean off of the second Longinus. 
The third, its two-man crew frightened, turned back and fled before the 
Hannibal’s fearsome wrath. Its treads rolling, Drusilla’s gunner scored a direct hit 
on the third Longinus before it could turn left on a Y-junction ahead. 

Crouched behind the corner of the wall, Harold shifted his eyes from right to 
left. On his right, platoons of RGA soldiers and Maurice II/H MAFVs had arrived 
from the north. They fought enemy airborne forces in the nearby buildings and 
alleys. To his left, Drusilla’s Hannibal continued south to the southern defense 
line. He swapped mags and stood upright. He emerged from the corner and 
pursued the Hannibal. Walther, Margaret, and Chandler followed suit. 

The four proceeded along the street, dashing past the burning Longinus 
IH/Fs. They pointed their guns at the rooftops and windows of adjacent buildings 
and the alleyways that separated them. In the distance, they heard intense combat 
between enemy airborne and Ryanite soldiers and MAFVs. In the dark skies 
above, spotlights and tracer fire continued to light up the night. Squadrons of 
Underground St. Godfrey Go-4 ground attack A-Wings soared over the buildings. 

“They must be in search of our MAFVs and AA defenses,” Chandler 
commented on the Go-4s flying overhead. 

“You think so?” Margaret pondered. 

“At this point, it’s a given,” Walther added. 

“Keep quiet, you three,” Harold told them. “We don’t want to get caught in a 
firefight with Emperor Raynerson’s airborne.” 

In the air, the left wing on an Underground transport plane blew off. All of 
its four engines were rendered ablaze as it nose-dived into Other-Orlando. The 
plane crash-landed in the buildings to the right of Harold and his peers. A large 
explosion erupted in the general direction of the crash site. 

The deafening explosion left Harold’s ears ringing. The ongoing combat left 
him worried about Margaret’s mental health. He set his rifle down, halted, and 
turned around. “How are you holding up?” He spoke to her. 

Margaret bit her lower lip. Jittery and restless, her finger was wrapped around 
the trigger of her AKS-74U. Her head darted around in all directions. She stared 
into Harold’s eyes. “I’m fine,” she told him. 

“Are you sure?” Harold questioned. “You seem like you’re on edge.” 

“Don’t worry, ll be okay,” Margaret insisted. “Let’s keep going.” 

Chandler grinned. “Checking up on her, Harold?” 
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He nodded. “We have to, Chandler. Otherwise...” He turned around. 
Memories of her mental breakdowns in the Dweller World flooded his mind. “...I 
don’t even want to know...” He beckoned the others to follow his lead. “Let’s just 
keep going then.” 

Margaret walked up to Harold’s side. “If you’re concerned about me, Harold, 
there’s no need to. I’ve changed a lot since Bedrock Mills, Mother’s Den, and 
Setonburg.” She cracked a smile. 

The fear of her cracking up was still on his mind. “You might say that, but 
will say the same when we reach the southern defense line?” 

She nodded. “To the best of my ability,” she said. “I fight so that I can bring 
Lady Ostara, my parents’ murderer, to justice.” An explosion went off. Margaret 
flinched and shifted her head left and right. “That’s why I’m here to fight the 
Underground and the Allies.” 

Harold closed his eyes. “I hope so.” He made the sign of the cross. “May 
God bless you, me, and everyone else; we'll need it.” 

Margaret made the sign of the cross as well. “You said it.” 

The four resumed their advance along the road at a brisk pace. Somewhere 
along the way, Chandler poked Walther’s upper left arm with his right elbow. 
“Maregaret’s changed a bit since Setonburg, wouldn’t you agree, Walther?” 

Walther paused. “Perhaps,” he spoke in a hesitant voice. “I fear the girl has 
much to learn before she can avenge her parents.” 

“But is vengeance literally the right way to put a chapter in one’s family to 
rest?” Chandler pondered. 

“Under the right circumstances, ja,” Walther replied. 

“Even if it’s Lady Ostara or Emperor Raynerson?” Chandler questioned. “A 
burning hatred, a resentment of Lady Ostara, is eating away at Margaret. I feel 
sorry for her.” 

“Care to elaborater”’ Walther cocked his head to the side. 

Chandler nodded his head up. “Our Lord asked us to turn the other cheek in 
times like this. Nothing is worse than bearing a deep hatred of others, no matter 
how heinous their actions were. That sort of thing detracts one from loving 
oneself or their own.” He kicked an empty soda can with his foot. 

The can landed in front of Walther’s foot. Walther kicked it. “Would you say 
the same for someone trying to escape their past by living in Americar” he 
retorted, referring to himself and his wife. “My own past is as troubling as 
Margaret’s, if not more so.” 

“It’s difficult to say,’ Chandler said. “Yet who’s to say that one cannot 
overcome theit own past?” 

“Tf that’s what you think,” Walther murmured. 

KKK 

The southern defense line covered the highways and roads in and out of 
southern Other-Orlando. Barbed wire, landmines, debris taken from torn down 
buildings obstructed all access to the city except for the highway. Two lines of 
defense formed the bulk of the Ryanite presence there. In the outskirts, regular 
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RGA soldiers entrenched themselves in a labyrinthine network of trenches and 
pillboxes around the highway. At the outskirts, they garrisoned numerous 
buildings along the southern approach. Each was reinforced with machine gun 
nests, antitank guns. AA guns were mounted on some of the roofs. 

By the time Drusilla’s Hannibal reached the outskirts, the Underground 
airborne were assaulting the secondary defensive positions. The enemy had just 
breached the outer defenses. From the buildings overlooking the highway, RGA 
troops opened fire from rooftops and windows. They engaged the enemy airborne 
from behind sandbag walls covering both sidewalks between the streets. 

A platoon of enemy airborne swarmed a trench ahead of the Hannibal. At 
close quarters, they engaged the Ryanites in the trench with rifle butts and 
bayonets. The airborne gained the upper hand, forcing the Ryanites into a 
panicked retreat. The Hannibal intervened. Rolling towards the trench, it 
showered the enemy with a laser fusillade. No one was spared. 

More Underground airborne and St. Longinus HI/F MAFVs converged on 
the secondary defensive positions from the southbound highway. St. Godfrey Go- 
4 A-Wings dropped bombs over buildings and strafed the streets with laser 
machine guns and plasma cannons. Three Maurice II/Hs defending two nearby 
streets overlooking the highway were knocked out. 

A stray plasma cannon round burned through the top of the Hannibal’s 
turret. “Pop some smoke!” Drusilla howled over the radio. 

The Hannibal deployed the smoke canisters mounted on its horseshoe turret. 
Thick white smoke concealed it from the enemy and the other Ryanites. It 
advanced down the southbound road to the trenches and pillboxes ahead of the 
garrisoned buildings. The Underground Godfreys circled around from the north 
for another aerial attack. 

Harold rushed out of the smoke as it subsided. In a hurry, he inserted a 
40mm high explosive round into an M79 grenade launcher. He dashed past a 
Maurice II/H on his left. The Maurice II/H’s coaxial turret fired its laser machine 
gun and main plasma cannon at an approaching platoon of enemy paratroopers. 

Bullets whizzed past him. Plasma bolts and laser beams descended from 
above. He dove into a deep crater in front of the Maurice II/H. He had lost sight 
of Margaret, Chandler, Drusilla’s Hannibal and Walther in the ongoing carnage. 

Naval artillery shells rocked the ground around him. That can’t be one of ours. 
With both hands, he pressed down on his coal scuttle helmet. An Underground 
Godfrey Go-4 Ground Attack A-Wing soared overhead, its plasma cannons 
roaring. The Maurice parked behind the crater exploded and tossed in midair. 

The handset inside his satchel crackled. “Underground Navy are laying siege 
to the city!” Representative Accardo shouted over a sea of radio chatter. 

Ob great, is Emperor Raynerson’s Christus Rex Armored Corps joining the party as well? 
Harold shook his head. Since Setonburg, Christus Rex was nothing but bad news. 

After the naval bombardment ceased, the ground stopped shaking. He poked 
his head out of the crater. A platoon of Underground paratroopers appeared 
downrange. Some of them fired their weapons at him whilst charging him. 
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“Have a nice trip!” He fired the grenade projectile at the enemy and ducked. 

The 40mm grenade round traveled over thirty yards before hitting the ground 
near the enemy platoon. The projectile detonated on impact, killing and maiming 
most of them. Those who were unscathed continued their attack. 

Harold straddled the grenade launcher on his shoulder and brandished his 
SG550 rifle. He poked his head out of the crater again. On his right flank, a 
concrete pillbox exploded. Burning Ryanite soldiers ran out of the pillbox to their 
deaths. Not far from the pillbox, he spotted Margaret in a trench, waving at him. 
Walther and Chandler were standing beside her, shooting at another wave of 
paratroopers. Drusilla’s Hannibal was parked behind the trench. 

Leaping out of the crater, he sprinted to rejoin the others. Bullets flew past 
him. Just as he was about jump into the trench, a large bullet struck his left thigh. 
The faint blue energy shield wrapped around his Fackeltrager suit had shattered 
into a million pieces. The energy shield did little to protect him. 

He dropped to his knee and fell. “Medic!” he screamed at the top of his 
lungs. “Someone, anyone!” His body laid flat on the roadside. 

Margaret shrieked in terror as she put her rifle down. “Harold!” She whipped 
out her Soviet Makarov handgun and climbed out of the trench. “Stay with us!” 

Walther and Chandler stopped to gaze at Harold. Like Margaret, they too 
heard him scream. They continued to engage the enemy downrange, covering 
Margaret as she ran to Harold’s aid. 

Harold tilted his chin up. He smirked at her. You never cease to amaze me, 
Margaret. He laid his head down on the cold asphalt. 

“Don’t you die on me, you hear?” Margaret crouched beside Harold’s body. 
She emptied her Makarov at an enemy patatrooper. Grabbing him by his arms, 
Margaret dragged Harold’s body away from street. 

The gun barrel on Chandlet’s MG42 began to overheat. The barrel was 
glowing red-hot after repeated use. Smoke poured out. “Watch my back!” he 
yelled at Walther, the gunfire drowning out his voice. 

Walther kneeled, oblivious to what Chandler said. “Cover me, I’m reloading!” 
he swapped magazines and continued shooting. 

Pulling the cocking handle back, Chandler locked the bolt assembly. He 
opened the barrel release hatch on the right side of the weapon. The hatch 
exposed the overheated barrel. His hands clad in leather gloves, he took out the 
old barrel and replaced it with a new one. 

The bolt assembly no longer locked, Chandler loaded a fresh belt of 7.92mm 
rounds into the chamber. He unloaded a couple rounds each at a squad of 
airborne downrange. “They just keep coming!” he told Walther. “How many of 
them are there?” 

“Intelligence suggests about a division’s worth,” Walther replied. 

“A division’s worth? What lousy intelligence!’ Chandler scoffed. “I feel like 
we're fighting five airborne divisions!” 
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It took minutes for Margaret to drag Harold back to the others. On the left 
side of Drusilla’s Hannibal, Harold called out of her, eyes closed. “Margaret, 
Margaret...I-I can’t f-feel my leg!’ He whimpered in agony. “T-is it still t-there?” 

Margaret pulled his body into the trench. The trench was wide enough fit his 
whole body. She kneeled over his head. “Where did they hit you?” 

Harold groaned. “My left thigh,” he told her. “Bring me a medic!” 

She removed the satchel from his back and retrieved his radio handset. “This 
is Godmother,” she declared, “Wise Man is down. I say again: Wise Man is down. 
Requesting a medic at this position-” 

A female voice radioed back. “Copy that, Godmother. The ambulance is 
coming to you now.” 

The enemy, relentless and numerous, kept attacking. Another wave of 
airborne infantry and MAFVs converged on the outskirts. This time, they stormed 
the outskirts with jeeps and Humvees. The vehicles sported TOW missile 
launchers and fifty caliber machine guns. 

The trenches and pillboxes on the four’s left flank bore the brunt of the 
attacks. Ryanites soldiers in the trenches were cut down. A Maurice II/H behind 
the trenches was knocked out when one of the enemy Humvees shot a TOW 
missile at it. The airborne infantry were cut down outside the pillboxes by the 
Ryanites inside. For now, Harold and his peers’ left flank remained secure. 

“Keep shooting!’ Walther howled at the others. “No one breaks through!” 

“At this point, it feels we’re the only ones left!” Chandler shouted. 

“Tt looks like we are,” Margaret said. She tilted her head around, looking for 
signs of a friendly medic. “Where the hell is that medic?” 

The radio handset crackled again. The reception on the incoming message 
was choppy. “Wise Man, this is Blackjack One, we’re less than two miles from the 
southern defense line,” a male voice declared. “Requesting bombing targets over.” 

Margaret froze and tilted her head upward. The Ryanite strategic A-Wing 
bomber zoomed past the southern defense line. It circled the whole area, 
searching for potential targets. 

“What ate watching for, Margaret?” Chandler shouted. “Call them up!” 

Margaret nodded. She adjusted the frequency on the handset. “Hello?” she 
yelled into the handset. “This is Godmother. Do you read me?” 

“Affirmative, Godmother,” Blackjack One responded. “We’re standing by 
and awaiting further orders. Paint your targets with the laser designator, over.” 

“Coming right up.” Margaret set the handset aside and grabbed the straps of 
Harold’s satchel. She rummaged through the contents until her hand discovered a 
bulky, box-shaped object. She pulled it out of the satchel. Despite its appearance, 
the object was not that heavy. 

Holding the laser designator on her right hand, Margaret looked into the 
device’s lenses, the radio handset on her other hand. Training and experience 
enabled her to paint the laser at the enemy targets downrange. “Did you receive 
my targets, Blackjack One?” she spoke into the radio. 


86 


THE DAWNING DAY 

“T got your targets, Godmother,” Blackjack One responded, “Preparing to 
attack. Sit tight. Out.” 

The Ryanite bomber performed a flyover of the enemy. The bomb bay doors 
opened. “Bombs away, bombs away,” Blackjack One declared. Within seconds, 
over twelve tons of explosives were dropped on the enemy’s position. The whole 
area was engulfed in explosives, flames, and the cries of dying men. 

Chandler wiped the sweat on his face. “It’s over...” 

“For now,” Walther added. 

“Yeah, for now,” Margaret chimed. 

2K KK 

Past the eleventh hour, the fighting in and around Other-Orlando whittled 
down to a few scattered city blocks. The skies were no longer filled with hostile A- 
Wings and transport planes. Ryanite troops cordoned off areas controlled by 
Underground airborne. Although sporadic fighting broke out, the enemy still 
remained a threat. 

Harold rested his head on the table of a pizzeria not far from the remains of 
the southern defense line. He had been treated by a medic less than an hour 
earlier. The bullet went right through his left thigh, and advanced medical 
technology enabled him to make a fast recovery before midnight. 

Without warning, his radio handset crackled on the table. Alerted, he opened 
his eyes and yawned. He stretched his arms. Who could that be? He picked up the 
radio and held it next to his ear. “Wise Man here,” he spoke into the radio. 

“Wise Man, this is Renate,” Halfrida reported. “Northern Other-Orlando is 
almost ours again. The others and I have captured or destroyed most of the enemy 
airborne forces in my sector.” 

“Got anything from Action Andy?” Harold asked. “Earlier, I heard a lot of 
naval artillery from the east. Was that Underground Navy?” 

“Yes, Action Andy reported a naval bombardment,” she replied. “In the east, 
he had stalled an amphibious attack aimed at capturing my big gun at the airport. 
So far, the Allies are no longer coming from that direction.” 

“The situation is the same for me,” he told her. “The southern defense line 
has been secured for now. Although I have reports that the enemy plans to send 
another wave of armored forces sometime around dawn. The line may not hold 
under such a threat.” 

“How bad is it?” 

“Not good. We lost a third of the regular grunts here, and we’re in danger of 
being overrun before lunchtime tomorrow.” 

“That might not be a good sign...,” Halfrida muttered. “Can you retreat 
further into the city?” 

“No, no need, Renate,” Harold told his sister. “Pm planning to stand my 
ground as planned. I expect the same from you as well.” 

“God be with yow!” Halfrida spoke. “Renate out.” 

“Wise Man out.” Harold yawned. He set his radio handset on the table and 
went back to sleep. My God, are we all going to die? Please send me a sign soon. 
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Chapter Eleven: Hunter And Hunted 
(Ryanite Chorus; October 19-24", 2014) 


“These Adelburgers are getting on my nerves!” 
- Underground Colonel, 32°¢ Armored Division 


irgil laid flat on his belly, in a ditch between a roadside and a swamp, 

V several miles southwest of Other-Orlando. He had fallen asleep after 

staying awake almost the entire night. Thatched patches of grass, leaves 

and twigs draped his entire Torchbearer suit. A layer of smeared mud and leafy 

twigs bounded by a thick band decorated the greenish-gray coal scuttle helmet he 
wore. His face painted in green and blue diagonal stripes. 

A venomous snake slithered into the ditch. It crawled over Virgil’s jodhpurs 
and jackboots before reemerging on the other side. To his right was an alligator 
infested swamp. Alligators emerged out of the waters. A parachute belonging to an 
Underground paratrooper floated in the middle of the swamp. Another 
paratrooper’s body dangled over a tree, his parachute tangled up on several 
branches. 

The night sky brightened with each passing minute. Enemy A-Wing fighter 
roared overhead, escorting an armada of multirole, attacker, and bomber A-Wings. 
His ears picked up the sounds of rumbling helicopter engines. Flights of enemy 
helicopter gunships hovered hundreds of feet above the ground. They traveled 
past Virgil on their way to Other-Orlando. 

The loud engines awakened him. Virgil opened his eyes and stretched his 
arms. “Did I fall asleep?” he spoke to himself. His trusty Dragunov sniper rifle, a 
Soviet semi-auto masterpiece, lay beside him. He grabbed a hold of it with both 
hands. “I need to stop doing that.” 

The radio handset in a pouch attached to his field webbing crackled. “Silent 
Orphan,” Halfrida’s voice declared, “This is Renate. Respond, that’s an order.” 

“Can’t see why not.” Virgil picked up his radio. “You’re coming to me five- 
by-five,” he spoke into it. “What’s your sitrep, over?” 

“Did you fall asleep?” Before Virgil could say anything, Halfrida interjected, 
“No, don’t bother answering. Just a reminder: General Quinton Patterson, 
Emperor Raynerson’s brother-in-law and commander of Underground’s 19% 
Armored Division, will be passing your area soon.” 

The name rang a bell inside Virgil’s head. It sparked memories of his days in 
the Independent Dweller Army before becoming a hired gun for Lady Ostara. 
Memories of attending a baptism of General Patterson’s fifth son followed, a 
Catholic priest pouring holy water over the infant’s head. 

Halfrida’s voice dragged Virgil back to the battlefield. “Are you still there?” 

“Isn’t that guy the brother of Empress Benita, Emperor Bernard Raynerson’s 
wife?” Virgil asked. 
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“Yeah, the very same,” Halfrida said. “Wise Man and I want you to neutralize 
him, depriving the Allies of another skilled, irreplaceable Underground general. 
Send me some proof of his death, and Pll give you a hundred grand. Sounds fair?” 

“T can work with that,” Virgil responded. “Is there anything else?” 

“General Patterson won’t be traveling alone. His staff car, a black 1949 
Cadillac 60 Special, has two other passengers: PNU Commissar General Anton 
Collins and IDA Intelligence Colonel Stanley Fischer. I will award fifty-thousand 
for the termination of either.” 

“Understood,” Virgil said, “Silent Orphan out.” Sitting on the ground Indian- 
style, he poked his head out of the ditch. His hand wrapped around the 
Dragunov’s grip, finger on the trigger. The ditch overlooked the highway to 
Other-Orlando on his left. 

A few hundred yards away, three convoys of Underground MAFVs, armored 
halftracks, open-top Studebaker trucks, Toyota gun trucks and a few Humvees 
zipped along the highway road. Many of the vehicles, including the MAFVs, had 
their headlights on. The convoys passed a series of four overpasses on their way to 
the city. In the distance, gunfire and explosions erupted. 

“My target wasn’t among the convoy,” Virgil murmured. “He rides in the 
backseat of a Cadillac.” He waited for the next convoy to appear. An hour passed. 
The sun rose over the horizon. The humidity intensified. Sweat rolled down 
Virgil’s face. 

Seagulls and pelicans circled over a stretch of swamp beyond the highway 
road. Just as the seagulls swooped down into the swamp, a motorcade column 
cruised up the highway. A black 1949 Cadillac 60 Special with two Underground 
flags mounted on the hood pulled over. The driver stopped the car by the 
roadside. A fleet of trucks and jeeps behind the Cadillac parked behind it. 

“Target spotted,” Virgil informed Halfrida over the radio. He looked down 
the scope of his rifle and stalked driver and passengers of the Cadillac. The 
Dragunov came with a special recording attachment to pick up audible sound 
patterns from up to a mile away. An ear piece on his right ear intercepted a 
conversation from inside the Cadillac. 

The chauffeur opened his door. “Tl be right back, General Patterson.” He 
stepped out of the car. 

Virgil trailed him through the scope’s SVD-type reticule. The chauffeur 
jumped over the traffic barrier and scurried behind a bush to relieve himself. Virgil 
pulled his finger away from the trigger. He tilted the reticule away from the 
chauffeur’s head and returned to the passengers inside the Cadillac. 

In the backseat, General Patterson got out with the IDA intelligence officer. 
The Underground general wore a two-piece khaki tunic and jodhpurs with a shirt 
and tie and jackboots. A black Sam Browne belt and various military awards 
adorned his chest. “I suppose we could our legs before declaring the city ours,” he 
spoke to his Allied accomplices, chuckling. 

From his seat, Patterson retrieved a folded map of Other-Orlando. The map 
depicted troop movements and Ryanite defensive positions in and around the city. 
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PNU General Collins exited through the front passenger door. Collins 
reached into a pocket inside his brown wool tunic to reach a tin box of cigars. He 
placed a cigar between his lips while searching for a matchbox in the pockets of 
his matching brown jodhpurs. “Does anyone have a match?” 

IDA Colonel Fischer carried a silver briefcase chained to his wrist. He turned 
to Collins and handed him a lighter. “Mind if I light it?” 

General Collins shook his head. “Wouldn’t that affect the taste?” 

“We ate at war, General,” the Colonel insisted. “Sacrifices are to be made, 
Tm afraid.” 

The PNU General grumbled. “Fine, light it,” he growled. 

The IDA intelligence officer 

A clear shot of all three targets was open to Virgil. Yet he kept his finger 
away from the trigger. He needed a loud noise to mask his gunshots. In the skies 
above, a dogfight between Ryanite and Underground A-Wing fighters broke out. 
Their engines rumbled as they pursued one another at high speed. They played 
games cat and mouse to outmaneuver the opposition. 

The A-Wing engine noises were loud enough for Virgil. “Perfect.” He 
wrapped his finger on the trigger, and placed the reticule over General Patterson’s 
head. Holding his breath, he pulled the trigger. A 7.62mm round flew out of the 
gun barrel and into General Patterson. Blood and bone splattered on the rear left 
passenger door as the Underground general slumped to the asphalt ground. 

In a split second, Virgil fired a single round at the other two men. He sent a 
bullet to each of their heads before they had time to react. When he exhaled, all 
three Allied officers lay dead on the asphalt road. Virgil once knew those men, 
especially General Patterson. Merciless and cold, he didn’t know how he felt. 

Casting his emotions aside, he radioed Halfrida. “Targets eradicated.” 

KK 

Harold communicated contacted Walther, Chandler, and Drusilla another 
over the radio. “Sleipnir, Fair Knight, Dewy-Princess,” Harold announced, “TI just 
received a message from Renate.” 

The others interrupted him. 

“Go ahead, Wise Man,” Chandler said. 

“What happened?” Drusilla chimed. 

“Was ist los?” added Walther. 

“Silent Orphan has spotted General Quinton Patterson and accomplices 
outside the city,’ Harold told them. “The leader of the 19% Underground 
Armored Division has entered his sights.” 

“Quinton Patterson?” Drusilla pondered. “The name sounds familiar.” 

“Oh, you mean that guy?” Chandler spoke. “We met him and his family at 
the Imperial Palace’s dining hall, seven months ago.” 

“T remember,” Drusilla recalled. “Emperor Bernard and Empress Benita 
were surprised when they saw you leaping and landing on their long table.” 

“Let’s forget that happened...,” Chandler murmured. 
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“Stay focused, you two,” Walther said to Drusilla and Chandler. He spoke to 
Harold. “You were saying, Wise Man?” 

“Thank you, Sleipnir,” Harold thanked him. “According to Renate, Emperor 
Raynerson didn’t send one family relative after us. She reports another relative, 
General Winston North, in Other-Orlando.” 

The other Underground general eluded Walther. “Who is that guy?” 

Chandler explained, “He’s Emperor Raynerson’s uncle and commander of 
the 32.4 Underground Armored Division. Dewy-Princess and I also met him at 
the Imperial Palace.” 

“Ich verstehe-I understand,’ Walther said. “Please continue, Wise Man.” 

Harold continued, “Today, Renate and I want you guys to take him down for 
us. Killing him means one less headache to deal with in the coming days. Our 
ambush should work. Radio me or Renate when he’s dead. Wise Man out.” 

The morning dragged on. The Leibgarde stalked the three Underground 
convoys as they advanced deeper into a seemingly abandoned city. The convoys 
were forward elements of the Underground’s 324 Armored Division. General 
North’s convoy came third and last. Throughout southcentral Other-Orlando, the 
Leibgarde had rearranged road signs and cordoned off various streets to lure 
North’s convoy into their trap. 

From the rooftop of a building, Isolde observed the third convoy turning 
right on a side street with binoculars. She picked up a radio handset and alerted 
the rest of the Leibgarde. “This is Briinnhilde,” she proclaimed. “The target is 
entering the kill zone. Get the Panzerjdger (Tank Hunters) into position now!” 

Fourteen Hubert II[/H were parked behind the steel fence of a park near 
central Other-Orlando. Derivatives of the Maurice II/H, they sported enclosed 
casemate superstructures that housed a long-barreled, high-velocity cannon. Kill 
rings, painted in white, decorated the cannons from the muzzle brake to the gun 
mantlet. Together with low silhouettes, the chassis bore an uncanny resemblance 
to the Vomag Panzer IV/70(V). 

Their position overlooked the main highway that led to the center of the city. 
Most of the buildings ahead of them lay in varying states of damage. Some 
remained standing; other had collapsed into a pile of debris. Platoons of Lesbgarde 
Adelburgers were garrisoned inside the nearby buildings, armed with Panzerfaust 
antitank launchers. 

The platoon commander of the Hubert II/Hs, a fellow Leibgarde, radioed 
Harold. “Wise Man,” he announced, “Enemy armored column heading north 
along main highway. Permission to engage?” 

A long column of Underground MAFVs and halftracks rolled along the 
multilane highway. Most of the MAFVs in the column were the new Marcella 
V/16. General North’s limousine, an unarmored jeep, roamed alongside the 
convoy. The general’s jeep came within the Hubert III/Hs’ line of sight. 

“Negative, negative,” Harold replied. “Hold your fire until Dewy-Princess 
and the other Hannibals fire the first shot.” 
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A thousand yards ahead of the Underground armored column, a platoon of 
the Leibgarde’s Hannibals parked behind a wall of sandbags. They formed a 
straight row, their gunners taking aim at the incoming column downrange. “In 
position,” Drusilla informed Harold over the radio. 

Drusilla’s Hannibal, the Dewy-Princess, was positioned in the middle of the 
row, its chassis different from the other Hannibals. Two long antennas protruded 
out of the turret’s rear, the gun mantlet painted in gold. The name ‘Dewy-Princess’ 
was now painted in white on the left side of the chassis. 

Her gunner pointed the muzzle brake at the lead Marcella V/16. “Target 
acquired,” he told her. 

“Permission to engage, Wise Man?” Drusilla asked Harold. 

“Go ahead, go ahead,” Harold replied. 

“You heard the boss, gunner,” Drusilla said to her gunner. 

“Yes ma’am, loading armored piercing shell!” The gunner adjusted the 
trajectory and range of his shot. “Gun ready!” he declared. 

“Fire when ready!” Drusilla barked. 

The Dewy-Princess fired at the lead Marcella. The recoil swayed Drusilla’s 
MAFYV back and forth. An APFSDS (Armor-Piercing Fin-Stabilized Discarding 
Sabot) round, coated in a fiery hot plasma bolt, zoomed toward the enemy MAFV. 
Kinetic energy did the rest when it penetrated the Marcella’s sloped front armot. 
The APFSDS flew into the hull, destroying the onboard electronics before 
ricocheting on the rear engine. The plasma bolt ignited the energy cells inside the 
ammo compartment neat the Matcella’s cannon. The enemy Marcella’s cupola 
hatch popped open, sparks flying outward like fireworks. 

“What an explosion!” Drusilla declared. “Enemy MAFV down!” 

“Excellent!” Harold radioed her. “Hold your position, Dewy-Princess. 
Engage the other targets.” 

The MAFVs in the Underground convoy, alerted, rolled past the knocked out 
Marcella. They closed in on the Hannibals in front of them, firing their cannons 
whilst moving. Meanwhile, the halftracks behind them halted. Enemy troops 
disembarked and followed after their armor support. 

The Huberts targeted North’s jeep and the trucks near it. They fired their 
cannons at once. The trucks exploded in a chain reaction that caused North’s jeep 
to explode as well. Concealed explosives planted near the convoy’s position were 
detonated. The explosions morphed into a gigantic fireball. 

Vehicles flew upward. Bodies tossed around like ragdolls. Flames engulfed 
both. Leibgarde positioned on the rooftops of adjacent buildings fired Panzerfaust 
antitank watheads and M79 grenade launchers at the blast area. None of the 
Underground soldiers were spared, not even General North. 

From her position, Drusilla observed the mayhem. She radioed Harold. 
“Wise Man, General Winston North is history.” 

“Ts he dead?” Harold asked. 

“Yeah, ’m certain everyone in that convoy is dead,” Drusilla replied. “We’ve 
planted so many explosives that our trap was overkill.” 
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“Poor bastards,” Chandler chimed. “They never saw us coming.” 

“Just goes to show the sheer might of our new MAFVs,” Walther boasted. 

“Tell me about it,” Drusilla muttered. “What’s next, Wise Man?” 

KK 
(Five days later) 

Throughout Other-Florida, RGA and Adelbu troops were in retreat. In the 
south, major cities captured by airborne and amphibious troops delivered more 
Allied reinforcements. Up north, Fellowship of Young Christian troops attacked 
Other-Florida from Other-Georgia. FYC Marconi IIIs and IVs, MAFVs patterned 
after the British Cromwell and American Sherman tanks respectively, steamrolled 
through the streets of northern Other-Orlando. Infantry, many of them Protestant 
Dwellers and Remnants, accompanied them. 

In the bombed-out ruins of the Other-Orlando cathedral, the sturdy wooden 
doors behind the middle aisle opened. Harold plodded past the pews along the 
aisle to the altar. Two Leibgarde soldiers accompanied him, armed with G3 assault 
rifles. An artillery shell landed a direct hit on a nearby building. The cathedral floor 
shook, knocking Harold off his feet. 

“Are you alright, State Chancellor?” one of the Leibgarde members spoke to 
him. He and his accomplice held out their hands to him. 

“No, Pm fine.” Harold got back on his feet and continued to the altar and 
trudged up its steps. 

A long table depicting full-size map of Other-Orlando and surrounding areas 
stood at the center of the altar. Halfrida was seated in a chair behind the table. She 
had strapped her head to a bulky device known as a Telepathic Chat Relay (TCR). 

“We need to talk, Halfrida,” Harold told her. 

“What is itr” she retorted. 

“T didn’t bring the Leibgarde here to commit mass suicide,’ he argued. 
“Listen, if we stay here any longer, the Allies will encircle us by tomorrow.” 
Harold laid both hands on the table. “Representative Accardo reported that PNU 
marines have landed and are converging on the airport as we speak!” 

“Pull yourself together!” Halfrida snapped at him. “The enemy is not 
invincible and I intend to make that a reality, even if it kills me.” She pointed at a 
tin box of wax pencils on the table. “Grab some wax pencils and mark some 
friendly and enemy positions on that map.” 

Harold sighed. “Do I have tor” 

Another artillery shell exploded, this time on the roof of the cathedral. Debris 
fell into the middle of the aisle from the ceiling, the sheer weight crushing a few 
pews. “Just do it,” Halfrida urged. 

“Okay.” Harold nodded. Prying the lid open with his hands, he took out a 
couple wax pencils and laid them out on the table. “What do you got?” 

“Hold on, give me a second.” Halfrida powered on the TCR. Through the 
power of her thoughts, the TCR transported her consciousness to a bird’s eye 
view over the entire city. The TCR transmitted her observations to Harold’s mind. 
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The TCR even allowed the twins to communicate through the device. “What 
are you trying to do with that thing?” Harold asked his sister. 

“Pm looking for the others,” she told him. 

She got distracted by the air battle, thousands of feet above the city. Five 
squadrons of prototype Ryanite A-Wing fighters emerged from the clouds and 
preyed upon a huge formation of Underground bombers and fighter escorts. 

One of the squadrons possessed the experimental Fr150. Propelled by twin 
thrust-vector-controlled engines below the fuselage. The Fr150s sped towards the 
bombers with swept-back wings. Within seconds, they launched a barrage of air- 
to-air missiles at the bombers, destroying half and disorienting the rest. 

The enemy fighters chased after the Fr150s. The other squadrons, half of 
them twin-engine Fr175-A2s and the rest single-engine Fr182s, battled the enemy 
fichters. A massive fur ball intensified. 

At the same time, two squadrons of Ga215 ground attack planes strafed the 
streets of southern Other-Orlando with laser machine gun and plasma cannon fire. 
They butchered hordes of Underground infantry and halftracks. Flesh and metal 
alike burned to cinders and ash. 

One squadron strayed away from the formation and flew into a nearby park. 
Over the park, they discovered two rows of Joan V/16s. The Joans were casemate 
self-propelled artillery MAFVs derived from the Marcella V/16. Their cannons 
roared in unison, providing artillery support for the advancing infantry. 

Flipping their fuselages over, the Ga215s nose-dived at the enemy Joans and 
released their bombs. The Joans exploded one after another as the Ga215s flew 
away from the park. 

“Our air force rocks!” Halfrida hollered. “Thank God, they’re keeping the 
enemy from bombing us!” 

“Don’t get distracted!” Harold bellyached. “Search for the others!” 

In northern Other-Orlando, Ryanite Gandolph Ga205 A-Wing dive bombers 
wailed their sirens over enemy positions, dropping laser-guided bombs and plasma 
cannon bolts with pinpoint precision. 

The twins spotted their peers on the rooftop of the Hotel Hispaniola, a five- 
story hotel building. They exchanged gunfire with encroaching FYC troops and 
armor. In the parking lot, Drusilla’s Hannibal and a platoon of St. Michael I/As 
were parked behind a pile of rubble. 

Halfrida smiled. “Looks like we found them.” 

“See if you can contact one of them,” Harold said. 

“Tl see what I can do,” she replied. 

2K 

Chandler, Margaret, the Lovers, Hannelore, Lance, and Virgil held their 
ground on the roof top of Hotel Hispaniola. From a ledge overlooking the 
boulevard, they exchanged potshots with FYC soldiers and MAFVs below. Dark 
clouds blotted out the sun, pouring gallons and gallons of rain over the city. 

“God be with us!” Isolde fired her StG44 at a sniper positioned in a nearby 
roof. She pointed at the sniper’s position. “Scharfschiitze, Virgil!” 
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“T hear you.” Virgil, crouched beside Isolde, looked down the scope of his 
Dragunov. He trailed the reticule at the enemy sniper as he moved toward a ledge 
in the building ahead. The sniper halted. Virgil squeezed the trigger. A bullet 
pierced the enemy sniper’s forehead. “Bullseye!” 

Lance wiped the sweat and rain off his face. He loaded ten rounds in his G43 
semi-auto rifle by hand. “If we stay here, we’re all going to die!” 

Margaret yelled. “Yes, we have to get out of here!” 

Chandler screamed at Lance and Margaret whilst inserting another belt of 
ammunition into his MG42. “Orders are orders!”” He crouched under the ledge to 
avoid receiving a lead fusillade to the face. “Nobody is dying on my watch!” 

“Just keep shooting!” Walther kneeled behind the ledge and reloaded his 
StG44. “We have to hold out!” 

“Walther is right,’ Hannelore agreed. “The attack on Other-Orlando stops 
here!” She stood up and sprayed several rounds at a rushing FYC antitank soldier. 
All of her shots missed. A bullet hit her right upper arm. Hannelore fell on her 
back. Blood gushed out of her wound. 

Everyone except Isolde rushed to Hannelore’s aid. “It’s just a flesh wound,” 
Hannelore told them. She pressed her left hand against the bleeding wound. 

“Are you sure?” Margaret rolled her eyes. 

An FYC Marconi IV converged on the parking lot of Hotel Hispaniola. Its 
short, smoothbore barrel tilted upward, the gunner aiming at the seven on the 
rooftop. 

Isolde brandished a Panzerfaust antitank launcher slung over her shoulder. 
Placing the tube on her shoulder she opened the safety box and pointed the 
warhead parallel to the Marconi IV. With the MAFV in her sights, she squeezed 
the lever on the tube and launched the warhead. 

The Marconi IV responded with a high explosive shell. The Panzerfaust’s 
warhead collided against its turret and exploded on impact, destroying its turret. 

With an HE shell flying towards her, Isolde rolled to the side. The shell left a 
small gap in the middle of the ledge. “Maybe we should retreat,” Isolde told the 
others. “I do not believe we can hold out much longer.” 

“Tsolde...,” Walther murmured, “Why?” 

“None of us wants to die, Walther.” Isolde looked into his eyes. “We still 
have much to live for.” 

“Are we leaving this place?’ Chandler asked Walther. 

Walther nodded. “Tell the others we’re heading back to the cathedral.” He 
helped his wife get up. 

Margaret spoke to Chandler. “What'd he tell you?” 

Chandler addressed Margaret and the others. “Walther says we should return 
to the cathedral and make our stand there.” 

“Then let’s get going!” Hannelore moaned in pain. 

Lance pointed at Chandler. “Take point for us.” 

“Sure.” Chandler led the others away from the roof. Together, they rushed 
through a doorway leading to a staircase and followed the steps to the fifth floor. 
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They piled up on the walls around a doorway to the fifth floor hallway, reloading 
their weapons. 

They heard the voices of the Brotzman twins inside their heads. “Everyone,” 
Harold called out, “Can you hear me?” 

“Um, yeah, I believe they can hear you fine, Harold,” Halfrida chimed. 

The others stared at Chandler. “I'll talk to them,” Chandler said. He gazed at 
the ceiling. “What do you got for us?” 

“Drusilla has reported that the enemy is using jammers to scramble our 
radios, hence my sister’s decision to use her TCR,” Harold said. “There are three 
between your position and the cathedral.” 

“Be more specific,” Chandler blurted. “What are we supposed to look for?” 

Halfrida interjected. “The jammers appear to be some kind of MAFV. 
Drusilla thinks that by destroying them, we’ll be able to use our radios again and 
maybe get in contact with High Command.” 

“Sorry,” Chandler told the twins, “We’re falling back to the cathedral. There’s 
no way we can do that.” 

“Finding them shouldn’t be too hard,” Harold added. “Just follow Drusilla’s 
Hannibal; the Dewy-Princess will take you straight to the jammers.” His voice, along 
with Halfrida’s, faded back into the ether. 

Chandler spoke to the others. “I know you're all tired and want to get out of 
here, but I got another task at hand.” 

“Are we going to make itr” Lance asked. 

“We will,’ Chandler promised. He glanced at the Lovers. “Isolde, Walther, I 
assume you two know a thing or two about these jammers?” 

They nodded. “The jammers are powered by Anomalies,” Walther answered. 
“We can detect them with our ACP detectors if we have to.” He pulled out his 
ACP detector from a pouch connected to his utility belt. It was a rectangular 
device with an LCD screen and a built-in Geiger counter. 

Isolde rolled her eyes toward the ceiling, lost in thought, a hand wrapped 
overt her mouth and chin. “But we should also be wary,” she gazed at Chandler. 
“The enemy will not leaving them unguarded.” 

Chandler made the sign of the cross. “Amen. Let’s get it over with.” He 
cocked his MG42. 

The Lovers and others laughed. They followed Chandler down the stairs to 
the ground floor. Everyone ran out of the building through an emergency exit. 
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Chapter Twelve: Summer Storm 
(Ryanite Chorus; October 24-8", 2014) 


“They fired that huge thing all the way to outer space! Is there an outer space in the Otherworld?” 
-RGA Grenadier, 12“ Panzergrenadier Division 


s the rain fell, the Underground launched a devastating artillery 
A bombardment of Other-Orlando. Projectile shells and red hot plasma bolts 

flew into the city from the south and north. They slammed against the 
buildings, streets, and lots still in Ryanite hands. Infantry and MAFVs flew in 
midair as enemy artillery pummeled their positions. 

The ground shook around the Other-Orlando Cathedral. An Opel Blitz truck 
catrying supplies drove past the Cathedral’s front entrance. One of the enemy’s 
shells struck the bed, igniting the ammunitions crated stored there. The Opel 
exploded, the stowed ammunition going off like fireworks. 

Inside the cathedral, specks of dust and debris fell from the ceiling. A large 
amount of dust piled up on the city map covering the altar table. Gunfire erupted 
outside the building. The Brotzman twins, after contacting their peers in South 
Other-Orlando, engaged in a heated debate at the altar table. 

“Are you crazy?” Halfrida shouted at the top of her lungs. “This is madness!” 

“But it’s the right thing to do, no?” Harold replied. 

Halfrida banged her clenched fists on the table. “What the hell are you talking 
about? Attack is our best defense here!’ She pointed her finger at her brother. 
Even you should know that!” 

“And then allow further losses to our own forces?” he questioned. “We are 
running the risk of being encircled by superior numbers. Preserving our fighting 
strength is crucial.” 

“That’s what the 6 Army at Setonburg tried and it didn’t work out for 
them!” Halfrida swept her lower arms across the table and threw the map and the 
Telepathic Chat Relay at the floor. She went up to her brother, grabbed him by the 
shoulders, and shook him back and forth. 

“Listen to me, Harold,” Halfrida yelled. “We have one shot at this!” She held 
up her index finger. “We can’t afford to screw it up!’ She slapped his cheek. 
“You're going to get us all killed!” 

Harold rolled his eyes. “I was going to say the same things about your plans.” 
He placed his hand over the cheek where his sister slapped. 

The gunfire grew louder, yet the walls of the cathedral muffled them. 
Somewhere in the building, someone shouted, “Enemy troops are inside our HQ!” 

“Drive them back!” another declared. Rapid gunshots from several MP40 
submachine guns followed. 

The Brotzman twins continued their debate at the altar. “Did you even 
bother listening to what I had to say for once?” Halfrida told him. “You didn’t, 
because you thought I was just some crazy wingnut. No wonder why you're a 
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sissy. You try and try to be just like me, yet you fail each and every time.” She 
turned her back on him. 

Harold did the same. “Then tell me: what’s your plan? What should we dor” 

Halfrida scoffed her brother. The frustration and anger toward him was 
mustering within her. Rage consumed her. “Why do you carer” She turned 
around. “All you care about is yourself!” She pulled out her Cz75 Tactical Sports. 
“T should have you shot for your stupidity and insolence!” 

“You don’t understand, do your” Harold covered his torso with his lower 
arms. “All I wanted for our family was to do the right thing for once.” He 
gestured at the general direction of the gunshots he and Halfrida heard. “Nowhere 
is it written, by God or anything else, that we must slaughter our fellow brothers 
and sisters in the faith. Emperor Raynerson and the Underground isn’t our true 
enemy; Horst, Lady Ostara, and the Conspiracy are.” 

“Your twin brother wants this war to end.” He placed his hand over his 
heart. “I’m tired of all the death and destruction around us, Halfrida. This isn’t the 
way God wanted us or the Underground to go. I bet the rest of the Church back 
in the Real World would agtee as well. So put the gun down.” 

Halfrida sighed. She pulled the Cz75 away from her brother’s head. “What 
the hell is wrong with us and our family, Harold? The original ‘Allies’ should have 
killed all of us back in the old Fatherland. Maybe Catholic Education as we know 
it is doomed...” 

She pointed the gun at her head. “At this point, there’s only one way out. Get 
your cyanide capsule ready, Harold.” 

“What happened back then doesn’t concern what we’re facing now,” Harold 
reminded her. “Some things appear to be the same, but the players and goals are 
different.” He tilted his chin up, eyes staring the exquisite mural of angels and 
clouds painted on the damaged ceiling. “What’s that one quote? ‘History doesn't 
repeat itself but it often rhymes.” 

“So what’s your pointe” she asked. 

“You were right, Halfrida,” he confessed, “We can’t let our past define who 
we ate or our own destiny. But I’m also right to say that we must redefine our 
own, because we ate not like Horst or our other ancestors. The future belongs to 
us, if we strive for it. And as we’re together, we can overcome any challenge that 
stands in our way.” 

He dropped to his knees and clasped his hands. “Please, ’m begging you: 
don’t leave me and the others here.” 

“Fine.” Halfrida holstered her weapon. “If we screw this up, ?m taking you 
with me no matter what.” 

“No, we won't,” Harold promised. “If God is on our side, then we will 
succeed.” He got back on his feet. “Between you and me, all we have left is 
ourselves and all the friends we’ve made over the years. Tell me what your plan is, 
Halfrida; I’m all ears.” 
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She stroked her chin. “We rally whatever forces we have left and send them 
to crush everything north of Other-Orlando. I’m going to see if High Command 
sent us a relief force into Other-Georgia further up north to help us.” 

“Then [Pll radio the others to cancel the retreats.” Harold whipped out his 
two-way tadio. To his astonishment the radio was now functional again. 

Chandler radioed him on the other end. “Wise Man, this is Fair Knight. The 
enemy jammers are destroyed. I repeat: the enemy jammers are destroyed.” 

With the handset held next to his ear, Harold spoke to his sister. “Oh, and 
Halfrida, before I forget...” 

“What is it?” she cocked her head to the side. 

Harold smiled. “I’m always open to criticism. Feel free to speak up anytime.” 

2 KK 
(Four days later) 

The Otherworld sun rose again. The Leibgarde sent a small contingent to link 
up with its relief force to the north. Thirty Michael I/As and five Hannibal I 
MAFYVs traced across the highway roads, their crews’ halftracks trailing from 
behind. A dreary silence and the vile stench of death loomed all around. The 
surrounding swamplands were littered with rotting corpses, burnt-out MAFVs, 
and crashed A-Wings. All of these fallen units belonged to the 9% FYC Army 
based out of Other-Georgia. 

The past several days showcased the wrath of Halftida’s big gun, the Halfrida 
Brotzman Geschiitz. Portions of Other-Floridian swampland had been reduced to 
large craters over a mile deep. Everything within the blast radius—plants, water, 
animals, humans, vehicles—was turned to piles of cinders and ash. 

The Dewy-Princess formed the vanguard of the contingent. Its speed governors 
removed, Drusilla’s Hannibal I zipped along the highway roads at eighty miles per 
hour. Chandler and Walther sat atop its turret, while Margaret and Lance sat on its 
rear engine hood. The Republic ensign, attached to a flagpole in the turret’s rear, 
fluttered in the wind. 

Margaret observed the recent carnage. “I feel like having that big supergun 
has to constitute a war crime of some sort.” 

“T don’t about that, Margaret,” Lance said. 

“Of course you would say that, Lance.” Margaret threw her thumb down at 
him. “Youre the type of person who isn’t bothered by this!” 

“Look, all I care about right now is getting out of this mess alive,” Lance told 
her. “Not just me and the rest of us, but everyone else who chose to stay with 
Harold and Halfrida.” 

“Why did I even bring it up?” Margaret shook her head. 

Walther nudged Chandler’s upper arm with his elbow. “You’ve been quiet for 
the past four days. Is something wrong?” 

“Tt’s nothing. ..,”” Chandler mumbled. 

“Are you still bitter over your future wife staying behind in Other-Orlando?” 
Walther asked him. “Halfrida is a strong girl.” Smiling, he patted Chandlet’s 
shoulder. “She’ll be fine.” 
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“No, it doesn’t involve her, Walther.’’ Chandler watched the sun rise over the 
horizon. Something levitating in a former swamp to the west concerned him. He 
pointed his finger at it. “That’s what Pm concerned about.” 

Pulling out his binoculars, Walther spotted something flying in the air. “Not 
one of ours,” he added. 

Chandler nodded. “And it’s not one of the Underground’s or anyone else’s.” 

Two miles west of the highway road, a Magic Eye floated above one of the 
large craters created by the Halfrida Brotzman Geschitz. The flying disc bore a 
matte black and red livery, a white L-Cross painted on the fuselage. Unlike most 
sightings, it appeared idle and levitated over the crater. 

The ACP detectors inside Chandler and Walther’s satchels crackled. They 
grabbed them from their satchels and pointed them where the Magic Eye was. The 
black needles on the gauges next to the LCD screens shot right into the red zone. 
The LCD screens revealed the location of an Anomaly Causing Phenomena 
cluster nearby. 

As the Dewy-Princess drove away, the Magic Eye ascended into the heavens 
with incredible screen. Chandler and Walther lost sight of it in the clouds 
thousands of feet above. 

“The Conspiracy is now aware of Halfrida’s big gun,” Chandler told Walther. 
“The barrel is deafening and the explosions it creates is blinding. Wherever they’re 
hiding, even they have noticed that it’s now operational.” 

“You may be orrekt, Chandler,” Walther agreed. 

“For all we know, they could be hiding somewhere in the Otherworld,” 
Chandler replied. “There’s still a lot of ground to cover in this realm and we’re a 
ways away from fully understanding how things work out here, even with the 
Remnants’ past research and experiences.” 

“The Otherworld?” Walther pondered. “In one of the other continents?” 

“T doubt the Conspiracy would establish their true base of operations in the 
Real World or the Dweller World,’ Chandler explained. “The former is too 
dangerous for them because of alignments with Earth’s governments. The latter is 
too confined and overcrowded to hide any real secrets.” 

“So that leaves with the Otherworld then,” Walther said. 

Chandler nodded. “It has to be the case, Walther.” 

The Dewy-Princess grounded to a halt. The rest of the convoy followed suit. 
Margaret turned to Chandler and Walther. “Why are we stopping here?” 

Lance pointed at a distant building beyond two intact overpasses up north. 
Seen from a distance, the building resembled a train station that appeared 
abandoned. “Is that where the relief force will be meeting us, Walther?” 

Walther scanned the area ahead with his binoculars. “Ja,” he told him. 

“Then we’re not that far from the border between Other-Florida and Other- 
Georgia,” Chandler chimed. He reached for his two-way tadio and contacted 
Drusilla. “Dewy-Princess, this is Fair Knight, do you read mer” 

“Loud and clear, Fair Knight,” Drusilla answered. “My driver has informed 
me that we’re less than five miles to ‘Summer Storm Station’. Since we don’t have 
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the luxury of forward recon and our contingent is small, I need you four to scout 
the area ahead for us.” 

“Can do,” Chandler responded. “By the way, Dewy-Princess, can I ask you 
something important?” 

“What is it?” Drusilla said. 

“Did your radio operator hear anything new from the relief forcer” he asked. 

“He did,” she reported. “Elements of the RGA 8 Panzer Army are moving 
as fast they can to open up a corridor at Summer Storm Station. Four regular 
Panzer Divisions, each comprised of twenty thousand personnel, will be meeting 
us at Summer Storm on October 31s.” 

“Ah, that reminds me: ‘All Souls Day’ and ‘All Saints Day’ are both around 
the corner,” Chandler recalled. “How fitting, especially all the people who died 
earlier this month.” 

“Tt’s sort of ironic,” Drusilla added. 

“Anyway, 8 Panzer Army wants us to help them open up this corridor?” 

“Yes, that sounds correct. For now, focus on recon of the area near Summer 
Storm. The other MAFV commanders and I need to know what’s ahead of us 
before we can move in and secure the station.” 

“Leave it to us, Dewy-Princess. Sit tight while we’re away, okay? Fair Knight 
out.” Chandler put his radio away and turned to Walther. “Walther, I need you, 
Margaret, and Lance to come with me.” 

Margaret spotted a hill not far from the Summer Storm. An obelisk stood at 
the summit, the location itself providing a clear view of the train station. “Then 
let’s observe the place from up there.” She pointed at the summit. 

“Good thinking, Margaret,’ Chandler said. 

The four hopped out of the chassis of the Dewy-Princess with their weapons in 
hand. They jogged across the empty highway road to the base of the hill. From the 
base, the trudged up the steps of a concrete stairway to reach the summit. 

Meanwhile, the Demy-Princess and the other MAFVs and their support 
halftracks shut off their engines. Leibgarde soldiers riding on the other MAFVs 
also disembarked and took up positions around the convoy. 

2 KK 

On maps of Other-Florida, the hill overlooking Summer Storm Station was 
designated as ‘Hill 120’. Like most landmarks in the Otherworld, Hill 120 had a 
Real World counterpart: a Native American burial mound between the borders of 
Florida and Georgia. Hill 120, however, had a memorial to the Rosy War. 

Red Poppy flowers grew at the summit. A marble obelisk atop Hill 120 was 
erected after the Peace Treaty was signed. Underground and Remnants veterans 
had decorated the base with vases full of poppy flowers, candles, dog tags and 
photos of the fallen. Two flags, an Underground and a Remnant, fluttered beside 
the obelisk. Eternal flames burned at four gas lanterns to commemorate the dead. 

Everything changed almost a decade later. Out of contempt for the old Peace 
Treaty, RGA troops garrisoned in Other-Florida vandalized the war memorial. 
The flags removed and the mementos taken as war trophies. Graffiti spray-painted 
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and etched all around the obelisk. All four lanterns stolen and sold as scrap metal. 
Dead poppies littered the fields around the obelisk. 

Walther arrived at the summit ahead of Chandler, Lance, and Margaret. He 
strolled along the concrete footpath to the marble obelisk. The obelisk reminded 
him of the past he and his wife sought to leave behind. 

“Some things can change,” he muttered under his throat. 

A bronze plaque was riveted onto the obelisk, covered in layers of dust, pet 
dander, and pollen. Walther wiped the layers away unveil what was inscribed. 

Sommersturm Memorial, ca. 2006AD. Dedicated to all Remnants and Underground who 
served, fought, and died during Unternehmen Sommergewitter’. Courtesy of the Rosy War 
Widows Endowment Fund. 

Minutes later, Chandler, Margaret, and Lance reached the summit. 

“This place is a dump,” Lance blurted. 

“What was this place, anyway?” Margaret pondered. 

“Perhaps Walther knows?” Chandler said. 

They caught up with Walther. “Hey Walther,” Chandler spoke to him, “What 
happened here?” 

“The vandalism or what this memorial signifies?” he asked. 

“The latter,” Chandler clarified. 

“Do we even have time?” 

“The others can wait. All three of us are kind of curious about this place.” 

Walther took a deep breath and exhaled. “If you insist, then so be it.” He 
turned around and addressed the three. “Twelve years ago, when you kids were 
little, one of the bloodiest battles in the Rosy War happened here.” He took a 
moment to observe the scenery around him. “History books call it the ‘Battle of 
Other-Savannah’. Remnants remember it as ‘Operation Summer Storm.” 

“Wie lustigit’s fanny how...” He pointed at the ground the three treaded. 
“Isolde and I once stood at the same spot you all are standing on.” 

The three looked down at their feet. “You Lovers were there?” Margaret 
cocked her head to the side. “Interesting.” 

“What were you guys doing?” Lance yawned. 

“In the later years of that war, the Underground drove the Remnants out of 
Eden,” he said. “Poised to retake the continent, the old National Socialist 
government devised a military campaign in Other-Florida — Operation Summer 
Storm. At first, it seemed like everything was going well until things turned ugly.” 

He continued. “Emperor Bernard Raynerson, then Inspector General of the 
Underground’s elite Christus Rex Armored Corps, launched a counterattack 
against seventy thousand Remnant soldiers and eight hundred MAFVs.” 

“A bloodbath mired in trench warfare. Most of the combat happened 
here...” He gestured at Summer Storm Station. “And at the train station.” 

The three glanced at Summer Storm. They continued listening to Walther. 

“That station wasn’t around back then,” Walther told them. “How ironic that 
by the Will of God, I am standing at the same spot Isolde and I stood twelve years 
ago.” He chuckled. 
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“And now a new generation stands on this hill,’ Chandler chimed. 

“For better or for worse,” Margaret added. 

“Tf that’s what you guys are thinking.” Lance stretched his arms. “I could care 
less about any of this boring stuff. Can we get back to the task at hand?” 

Walther nodded. “Lance is richtig. We must get going.” He walked away from 
the obelisk, kneeled next to the stairway and peered through his binoculars. His 
position boasted a full view of the grounds at Summer Storm Station. 

The others joined Walther. They crouched beside him. 

An armored train departed from a small terminal building at the center of the 
area. It rolled along the tracks and went north into Other-Georgia. Enemy infantry 
and MAFVs assembled at the perimeter and the roads leading to the building. 
They recently arrived at the station by train and were busy entrenching themselves. 

“The FYC came here before we could,” Walther told the others. 

At the perimeter, FYC MAFV crews dug ditches for their Marconi IV. The 
drivers, wielding their controllers, drove their Marconi IVs into the ditches. Their 
crewmates reinforced the ditches with sandbags. 

Shirtless infantrymen dug trenches in front of the parked Marconi IVs. With 
buckets, they shoveled puddles of dirty groundwater from the muddy topsoil at 
the bottom of the trenches. They dumped the groundwater in the patches of 
trimmed grass in front and behind their positions. The groundwater evaporated. 

From the terminal building, trios of machine gunners hauled tripods, 
machine guns, and ammo boxes to the trenches. Each MG crew took their time in 
setting them up. 

“Good,” Walther said, “They don’t know we’te here.” 

Chandler’s handset crackled again. “That must be her calling.” He picked up 
his radio. “I’m listening, Dewy-Princess. Send your message.” 

“Do you guys see anything from up there?” Drusilla asked. 

Chandler turned to Walther. “Mind if I take a lookr” 

Walther handed Chandler his binoculars. “Go ahead.” 

“Thanks.” Chandler took the binoculars from him. Holding the binoculars 
with his right hand, he held the handset on the other and spoke it. “We can see a 
couple Marconi IV MAFVs, a few machine gun nests, and about two companies’ 
worth of FYC soldiers. Uh, give to take around one hundred twenty or so guys.” 

Drusilla didn’t respond for the next few minutes. 

Chandler asked her, “Did you get all that, Dewy-Princess?” 

“Fair-Knight, I heard you,” Drusilla replied. “That’s not as bad as I thought. 
As long we maintain the element of surprise, Summer Storm Station should be 
outs before lunchtime.” 

“Sounds good to me,” Chandler said. “Now, get those tracks moving again. 
We don’t have all day.” 

“Wilco,” she responded. 

Chandler put his radio away. “I can’t believe Halfrida’s big gun annihilated 
most of the FYC’s 9t Army for us. It makes you wonder why we’re here.” 

“Military bureaucracy,” Margaret voiced, “You got to love it.” 
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“Now serving number five thousand eight hundred,” Lance blurted. 

The four laughed. They watched the Dewy-Princess and the rest of the 
contingent drive up an exit ramp past the two overpasses. The cumbersome 
Hannibal I/Es and the nimbler Michael I/As rolled up the ramp and raced toward 
the train station. The Leibgarde soldiers riding on their armored support jumped 
got and rushed alongside them. 

The small contingent struck fear into the unprepared FYC garrison at the 
train station. Laser machine guns mowed down the infantry while they worked. 
Plasma cannons Marconi IVs knocked out from hundreds of yards away. Machine 
gunners slaughtered as they exited the terminal building. The combat was brief 
and precise unlike the grueling fighting in Other-Orlando. 

Victorious, the Leibgarde’s MAFVs rolled past the perimeter and advanced 
toward the terminal building. The infantry caught up with them. They rushed to 
the front entrance and tossed stick grenades through windows and adjacent 
doorways. They stormed the building from all directions after their grenades 
detonated. 

The clock struck 9AM. A trapdoor on the rooftop opened. Climbing on a 
ladder, Drusilla appeared on the roof with the Republic ensign attached to a 
flagpole. From a pouch attached to her field webbing, she took out a smoke 
grenade, pulled the pin, and dropped in front of her feet. 

Green smoke plumed upward from the roof. With her radio handset, Drusilla 
contacted the four at Hill 120. “Area secured,” she told them. 

2K 
(Three days later) 

A pale green road sign stood next to the highway road leading to Hill 120 and 
Summer Storm Station. It greeted visitors from Other-Georgia as they commuted 
south to Other-Florida. Welcome to Other-Florida, the sign read, The ass end of Eden. 

Someone had a spray-painted stencil graffiti art piece and a Twitter message 
on the greeting sign. The artwork depicted a dirty blonde bride and groom poking 
their heads out of a Mercedes Benz 600 Grofer, wildly shooting their handguns in 
the air. Hand grenades were tied to the rear bumper with sturdy rope. 

Chandler was here @HalfridalS Bae, they wrote. PS: #Normandy2014 blows! 

Various signs were posted next to the greeting sign. Underground’s Normandy 
Invasion Cosplayers Association is not coming for you, one declared. 

Another sign, shaped like a yellow diamond featured the silhouette of a 
Gothic blackletter ‘L’, LEIBGARDE_AT WORK, it warned. 

Heavy military traffic clogged up the highway between Hill 120 and Summer 
Storm Station. RGA 8 Panzer Army rolled down the highway to Other-Orlando. 
One hundred ninety thousand soldiers laughed at the signs as they passed by them. 

A few grunts pulled over by the roadside to take selfies in front of the signs. 
Sometimes whole platoons of infantry and MAFV crews gathered for group 
selfies, their commanding officers snapping the group photos. 

Everyone had an idea on who vandalized the greeting sign. His name was... 
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Chapter Thirteen: Praying For Death 
(Ryanite Chorus; November 18'-22"", 2014) 


“The Rings of the earth, the nobles, the military officers, the rich, the powerful, and every slave 
and free person hid themselves in caves and among mountain crags.” 
-Revelation 6:15, NABRE 


from the Allies’ grasp. RGA High Command gave the Brotzman twins 
reinforcements and new equipment to replace their losses. The Lezbgarde 
was sent back to the front in late November. 

The plains of Other-Hlinois were vast and sparsely populated. Hot, humid air 
pervaded the countryside. A gentle breeze blew from the west. The Otherworld 
sun hung high over the land in the cloudless skies above. Fields of wheat, corn and 
other crops grew in the distance. The farmers, many of them Remnants, harvested 
the crops. Cattle herds grazed in ranches not far from the farms, the ranchers 
riding on horseback. 

The Leibgarde were on a cross-country trip in Otherworld. The trip west to 
Other-St. Louis was like a boring drive through the French countryside or the 
Kuwaiti desert. 

A long fleet of Ziindapp motorcycles and eight-wheeled armored cars raced 
down a long country road. The motorcycles sported sidecars with mounted MG34 
light machine guns. The armored cars featured coaxial turrets with an autocannon 
and machine gun. 

The bulk of the division followed in their wake. Hundreds of Michael I/As, 
Hannibals, and Maurice II/Hs rolled across the fields between the roads. Some of 
the infantry rode on the MAFVs. 

Hundreds more Hanomag, halftracks and Opel Blitz trucks cruised behind 
the MAFVs, their troop compartments carrying the rest of the infantry. A handful 
of them hauled the Leibgarde’s antitank and artillery pieces. 

Last were the division’s Hubert IIJ/Hs and two new derivatives of the 
Maurice II/H: the Cupertino HI/H self-propelled anti-air and Sebastian H/H 
assault gun MAFVs. The Cupertinos’ chassis bore a coaxial turret with quad- 
mounted laser machine guns. The Sebastians, on the other hand, had boxy 
casemate superstructures sporting stubby plasma cannons. 

A Maurice II/H on the roadside ran over a fifty-five mile speed limit sign. In 
the center of the convoy, the Dewy-Princess sped down the country road at eighty- 
one miles. Halfrida sat on top of the turret, the turret’s long-barreled cannon 
between her legs. Her legs were spread out, her feet atop the driver and radio 
operator hatches. Her pleated A-line midi-skirt seemed long enough to prevent 
everyone from seeing her lacey garter belt and panties. 

From the nearby farms, locals ran toward the division as they passed by 
them. They took photos of wild wingnut Halfrida with their smartphones and 


f fter the Second Battle of Other-Orlando, control of the skies slipped away 
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cameras. One man, standing alone by the roadside, tossed three bouquets of 
flowers at Halfrida. 

Halfrida caught one of the bouquets in her hands. She waved at the man 
before tossing a fat wad of cash at him as the Dewy-Princess passed by. 

Harold, sitting on the ammunition storage compartment in the turret’s rear, 
laughed. “What are you trying to dor” 

“Being hospitable with the locals,” she told her brother. “They’re colonists 
from Neudeutschland who just so happened to love us Ryanites.” 

“Never mind.” Harold tore open an envelope to find a letter from Allison. 
Dear Harold, the letter read, The news of Adelbu exploits are making all the rounds inside 
the GACSS. The Battle of Other-Orlando is inspiring others to join the fight. Keep up the good 
work in the Otherworld and perhaps God will allow us to go on a date soon! 

Harold shed a tear. He put the envelope and letter inside a pouch attached to 
his Sam Browne belt. 

Walther and Chandler sat on the rear engine hood. Wearing a pair of aviator 
sunglasses and garrison cap, Walther napped with his head down. His eyes closed, 
his arms were clutched around his StG44, the slung wrapped around his neck. 

Chandler leaned his back against Walther’s whilst wielding his MG42. A 
bandolier of 7.92mm bullets draped his torso. Icons of Our Lady of Fatima and St. 
Maria Goretti, three spare 7.92mm rounds and a bottle of holy water were tucked 
under an elastic band around his coal scuttle helmet. 

A Hanomag halftrack with an enclosed canopy followed the Dewy-Princess 
from behind. Margaret, Isolde, Lance, Hannelore, Virgil, Drusilla and her crew 
members exchanged chatter inside the troop compartment. Everyone was seated 
on the benches. The mood inside the cramped space was animated. 

Lance told everyone a joke. “Once, Harold Brotzman visits the front and 
meets a crack veteran RGA regular. ‘Dear boy,’ Harold says, ‘In the midst of an 
artillery bombardment, what do you wish the most?” He glanced at the others. 
“Take a guess.” 

“Death,” Virgil blurted. 

“Fame and riches,” Hannelore spoke. 

Margaret added, “His mom.” 

Isolde muttered, “A shot of adrenaline.” 

“Sebastian Is firing a counter bombardment,” Drusilla said. 

None of their answers were correct. Lance responded, “The soldier replied: 
‘That you, State Chancellor, are standing right next to me!” 

Everyone, including Drusilla’s crewmates, laughed. 

Lance fired away with another joke. “What’s the difference between GACSS 
and the Underground? One takes a city in a weekend, the other takes a weekend in 
the city!” 

The others laughed even harder. 

“So true,” Hannelore muttered. 

Back at the Dewy-Princess, Walther had awakened from his brief nap. He 
studied the scenery in the distance to the south. Much of the area was devoid of 
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human, plant, or animal life. Scattered clusters of Anomaly Causing Phenomena 
dotted portions of the landscape like minefields. The ACPs warped the vicinity in 
ways that defy scientific logic. Walther directed Chandler’s attention at the local 
scenery. “Take a look over there,” he told him. 

Chandler turned his head and torso around to observe one of the ACPs 
among the clusters. 

One ACP, a transparent green haze, floated a few feet above the ground. The 
ground beneath was covered in large piles of ashes and cinders. Several yards 
away, a runaway cow infected with Mad Cow Disease charged into green haze. 
The haze grew dense, tearing apart the cow’s flesh and burning its bones. The 
infected cow let out a loud whimper before meeting its end. 

“Whoa,” Chandler murmured. 

“They call that one an “Emerald Mist.” Walther pointed at the haze in the 
distance. “It corrodes through metal and disintegrates flesh and bone. Nothing is 
safe from its effects.” 

“How the hell could anyone tame that ACP and harvest its Anomaly?” 
Chandler asked. 

“As long as you’re wearing your Facke/trager suit and avoid skin contact, you'll 
be fine,’ Walther said. “Harvesting its Anomaly, ‘Leprechaun’, can fetch you a 
decent value among the Secret School Economies.” 

Another familiar ACP was located not far from the Emerald Mist. Walther 
pointed his finger at it. The ACP resembled a giant Venus fly trap as tall as a dump 
truck. A second cow with Mad Cow Disease roamed near it. The ACP snared the 
cow’s leg and swallowed it whole. It spat out the cow’s bones. 

Chandler whistled. “I can’t imagine anyone crazy enough to go up against 
that one. What’s it called?” 

“Aphrodite’s Death Trap,” Walther retorted. “I hear its Anomaly, Minerva, 
can cure Mad Cow Disease.” 

“No way, ate you serious?” Chandler scoffed him. 

“Ja, lam,” Walther assured him. 

Drusilla radioed the Brotzman twins through Harold’s two-way radio. The 
handset crackled. “Wise Man, Renate,” she spoke, “This is Dewy-Princess. Can 
ask I you guys something?” 

Harold picked up his handset. “Yep, this is Wise Man. What’s your status?” 

“My Hannibal, the Dewy-Princess, is running low on fuel,’ she informed 
him. “Where is the logistics battalion?” 

“Who is that?” Halfrida asked her brother. 

“It’s Drusilla,” he told her. “Her Hannibal’s is almost out of gasoline. We 
need to refuel it soon.” 

“Didn’t we refuel this tin can a hundred miles back?” Halfrida recalled. 

“We did,” he said, “But the Hannibal is not renowned for its fuel efficiency 
or its mileage per gallon. Trouble is, after we removed the speed governors, the 
Leibgarde’s mechanics have been spending more of their time repairing our 
Hannibals’ engines.” 
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“Where is our logistics battalion?” 

“Caught in a traffic jam a few miles back east with other Adelburger Panzer 
Divisions.” Halfrida sighed. “Had we upgraded their engines to the newer model, 
this wouldn’t be an issue. And besides, we needed to remove the speed governors 
make our vehicles move faster.” 

“Give me a break,” he cried. “What is this, the deserts of Kuwait?” 

Purther up the road, a rest stop and several gas stations appeared in the 
distance, ahead of the Leibgarde’s bikes and gun trucks. The rest stop and gas 
stations were centered along the right side of the road. Signs towered over the 
buildings, proclaiming the local gas prices to passing motorists. 

“Speak of the devil,” Halfrida smirked. She observed the gas prices with her 
binoculars. “We can finally refuel our vehicles.” 

“No, that’s not what I meant.” Harold shook his head. “When I said ‘the 
deserts of Kuwait’, I expected to see burning Kuwaiti oil wells and the battered 
armies of Saddam Hussein.” 

His sister laughed, putting her binoculars away. “Oh, come on, this isn’t 
Guderian’s or Schwarzkopf Blitzkrieg!’ She threw her arm in the air, her hand 
clutched around the Cz75 Tactical Sports. “This is ours!” She downed a flask of 
Eagle’s Flight whilst firing her gun. 

She snatched her brother’s handset. “Put some more gas, DP! Gas prices out 
here are twenty-five cents a gallon!” She jeered at the sky like a mad dog. The 
Dewy-Princess’ engine revved up as it converged on one of the local gas stations. 

2K 
(Three days later) 

Like its Real World equivalent, Other-St. Louis was situated along the Other- 
Mississippi River. The urban areas were nested on the western bank, suburbs on 
the eastern bank. Underground troops, with western Other-St. Louis captured, 
crossed the Other-Mississippi on four separate bridges to bring the whole city 
under their control. 

Purther east, away from the suburbs, the Leibgarde entrenched themselves 
along the eastern outskirts into the city proper. Troops dug foxholes and combat 
engineers erected defensive positions for the division’s heavy weapons, trucks, 
halftracks and MAFVs. Opel Blitz trucks towed munitions to the artillery pieces. 
Sebastian II Self-Propelled Artillery MAFVs formed neat rows. 

One night, days into the siege, Halfrida and Harold shared a foxhole 
together, concealed under a camouflage net. The twins recited the rosary in 
silence, their fingers twiddling the beads. A Hanomag halftrack was parked next to 
their position, antennae protruding upward, the crewmen operating a nearby 
MAFV from inside the troop compartment. 

The crescendo of war engulfed the surrounding countryside. Rocket artillery 
pieces launched hundreds of unguided rockets into the moonlit sky, roaring like 
old church organs along the Other-Mississippi. Brief flashes lit up the suburbs and 
the city beyond the river. 
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Ryanite twin-engine A-Wing bombers and their fighter escorts rumbled 
ovethead. The fighters battled their Underground adversaries above the city 
airports. Anti-air tracers ascended into the heavens. Bombers dropped tons and 
tons of large incendiary bombs over the city. The western bank of the Other- 
Mississippi glowed blood red, dark smoke arced upward, air raid sirens blared. 

Ryanite St. Gandolph Ga205 dive bombers and Ga215 ground attack A- 
Wings roared overhead. They circled the meadows, hedgerows and farmland in the 
city’s outskirts. Ga215 autocannons ripped through the armored hulls of 
Underground MAFVs parked behind trenches along the outskirts. 

The Ga205 strafed the roads with precision-guided bombs and plasma 
autocannons. They wailed their sirens, terrorizing and disorienting the enemy. 
Truck and halftracks riddled with holes, dead bodies still seated on their benches. 

As hundreds of enemy MAFVs exploded like the 4 of July, hundreds more 
emerged from the Ryanite air attack unscathed. Their crews concealed them 
behind the thick foliage of the hedgerows and meadows. 

“Amen,” the twins chanted. “In the name of the Father, the Son, and the 
Holy Spirit. Amen.” The twins made the sign of the cross, just as a loud explosion 
erupted beyond the riverbank. 

Halfrida smiled at the carnage ahead of her. Tomorrow’s battle should be over before 
lunchtime. She whispered to her brother. “Hey Harold, you still awake?” She latched 
onto his arm, shaking it. 

“Yes, I am,” Harold retorted. “Is something wrong?” 

“Far from it,” Halfrida said. “You got a flash light on your” 

“Let there be light.” He handed her a handheld Fulton flashlight. “Here.” 

“Thanks.” Halfrida attached the clip to her webbing and switched it on. The 
Fulton shined a bright white light on a field radio atop a small crate between them. 
An antenna poked out of the top, the radio crackling with friendly chatter. “You 
got a second? I need you to take at this map with me.” 

Harold kneeled next to the crate. “Sure.” 

From her a pouch on her webbing, she unfolded a map of Other-St. Louis on 
the crate. Ryanite and Underground troop positions were marked on the map in 
blue and red. Halfrida took out a black wax pencil and drew an X from their 
position, east of the outskirts. She drew a line toward the Other-Mississippi. 

“RGA High Command wants us to break through the Underground’s 
defenses and enter the suburbs,” she told him. “It’s all open ground between us 
and the enemy up ahead, so we’ll need smoke shots from the Sebastians Hs.” 

“Tl let the Leibgarde know,” Harold said. “What do we do once we achieved 
a breakthrough and secured the suburbs?” 

With a blue wax pencil, Halfrida drew opening brackets up and down the 
eastern bank of the Other-Mississippi. “We take and hold the east bank alongside 
the rest of our parent unit, 1st Adelbu Panzerkorps. Our counterparts from 24, 3*4, 
5% and 10% Panzer Divisions will be arriving before dawn.” 

Harold pointed his finger on the four bridges crossing the River. “Then while 
we're at it, we should destroy those bridges if our air force hasn’t done that yet.” 
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He pulled out a separate black wax pencil and labelled question marks next to each 
bridge. He glanced at the city on the west bank. “What about the city proper?” 

“All that matters for us is that we hold the eastern bank.” Halfrida circled the 
city airports west and north of the downtown area. “The Underground has air 
units stationed at these locations. Expect them to send helicopter gunships and the 
occasional A-Wing providing close air support. Our new Cupertino IIIs should be 
able to blow them out of the sky.” 

“Shouldn’t we just call in the Hadfrida Brotzman Geschiitz?” 

“My big gun can’t hit targets this far west.” Halfrida shook her head. She 
narrowed her eyes. Did I forget to tell him that? I guess not. 

“Why are you looking at me like that?” Harold eyebrows rose. “Is there 
something you’re not telling me?” 

“No, not at all,” she said, looking back at the map. On the western outskirts, 
Halfrida circled the silhouette of a tank within a rectangle. “By the way, I should 
also inform you that Emperor Raynerson’s Christus Rex Armored Corps may be 
joining the battle tomorrow.” 

Harold quavered. “Having the Leibgarde and the Christus Rex together is a 
recipe for a meat grinder, Halfrida. Everyone got the memo after Setonburg.” 

“T know, but now that we’re together again, our combined leadership should 
help us win the day,” Halftida insisted. 

“Are you surer” he questioned. “Christus Rex is bad news. And don’t get me 
started on the ‘Little Flower Battalion’ or the ‘Old Rifle Guards Brigade.” 

“Enough!” Halftida covered Harold’s mouth with her hand. “We’re attacking 
tomorrow morning, Christus Rex or no Christus Rex. You got that?” 

Harold nodded. “TI guess...I can’t agree to disagree,” he muttered. 

KKK 
(One day later) 

The Otherworld sun rose over the horizon. In the shared foxhole with 
Harold, Halfrida picked up the field radio’s handset. Her right hand holding the 
binoculars, the other on the handset, she spoke to the field and mobile artillery 
units nearby. “Total the Allies.” 

Artillery shells from the Leibgarde and the other Adelbu Panzer Divisions 
pounded the Underground’s positions. Rocket artillery batteries mounted on 
halftracks lobbed unguided rockets. Sebastian Hs tilted their stubby plasma 
cannons upwatd and they fired a simultaneous salvo. The combined firepower left 
the outskirts littered with craters, both big and small. 

Red flares shot upward into the morning skies. The Brotzman twins had 
given the Leibgarde and other Adelburgers the green light to attack. “And the 
horses are off!” Halfrida declared over the radio. 

Harold strapped his head to the Telepathy Chat Relay. He surveyed the 
impending battle and relay his observations to his sister. “Got a pen and paper on 
hand, Halfrida?”’ 

Seen from thousands of feet above, Harold watched eighty thousand 
Adelburgers, six thousand MAFVs of all variants, and three thousand halftracks 
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converge on the city’s eastern suburbs. A force of five Adelburger Panzer 
divisions, including the Leibgarde, advanced toward an entrenched enemy twice 
their strength. Harold followed the Leibgarde as it assaulted from the east. 

Crack Underground troops, positioned in a long perimeter of trenches, 
opened fire. Antitank guns, fortified inside ruined buildings, followed suit. They 
spilt Ryanite blood for God and Emperor. 

Caught in the open, the Leibgarde’s infantry were cut down, the survivors 
bogged down. The Hannibals and Michaels plinked of the incoming shells. From 
the rearguard, Leibgarde Sebastian Hs launched smoke canisters. A rainbow of 
smoke enveloped the no man’s land. 

A tow of Adelbu Maurice II/Hs rolled across open ground, the formation 
racing each other to reach the enemy positions outside Other-St. Louis. Blinded by 
the smoke, they fell into a deep ditch laden with antitank landmines. Their sheer 
weight alone detonated the mines, triggering a huge explosion inside the ditch. 

The smoke evaporated. Harold caught the Lovers, Chandler, Margaret, 
Lance, Hannelore, and Virgil on the TCR. They disembarked their halftrack and 
joined the rest of the Leibgarde’s Panzergrenadiers. Together, they assaulted the 
trenches and fought the enemy at close quarters. Bayonets thrusted, rifle butts 
whipped, shovels smashed skulls. The Leibgarde gained the upper hand. The 
enemy fought to the death. 

Harold’s friends dashed past the trenches to one of several houses containing 
an antitank gun. Storming the front lawn, they lobbed hand grenades into the 
windows and moved in to secure the house. Harold adjusted the TCR to view the 
house’s interior. 

A living room brawl erupted inside the house. Walther, Lance, and Chandler 
threw brass knuckles at the trio manning the antitank gun. The enemy crewmen 
punched the three boys. The boys dodged their attacks. Virgil and the girls, on the 
other hand, wired timed explosives to the antitank gun’s ammunition. 

Meanwhile, on the main road, a platoon of Underground Marcella V/16 
MAFYVs battled the Dewy-Princess and the other Hannibals. The Marcellas, covered 
in tree branches and shrubs, fired whilst moving. Their plasma bolts ricocheting 
on the Hannibals’ thick hulls. 

One plasma bolt managed to land a direct hit on the Dewy-Princess, leaving 
behind a small hole on the turret’s front, next to the gun mantlet. “Damage 
sustained!” Drusilla screamed over the radio. 

The Hannibals returned fire. The Michaels joined the fray. One after another, 
the enemy’s Marcellas was knocked out in a rapid barrage of plasma bolts and 
projectile rounds. Turrets blown off, chassis caught ablaze, black smoke plumed 
upward. The Dewy-Princess and surviving MAFVs rolled past the slain Marcellas. 

Chandler, the Lovers, Margaret, Hannelore, Margaret, Lance, and Virgil raced 
out of the house. The house with the antitank gun went in a hellish inferno. The 
eight reunited with the Dewy-Princess and continued the assault. 

Underground helicopters arrived from the airports at Other-St. Louis. 
Helicopter gunships assailed the Ryanites with rockets, missiles, and machine guns. 
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Three Michael MAFVs were destroyed by the gunships. One Michael exploded in 
midair and landed on its side. Another flipped over. 

The Cupertino HI/Cs trailed the Hannibals and Michaels from behind. Their 
quad-mounted AA turrets peppered the skies with thousands of laser rounds. The 
enemy gunships spiraled out of control as they plummeted to the ground in smoke 
and flames. 

Hedgerows and fields of unharvested crops welcomed the Leibgarde on the 
way to the suburbs of Other-St. Louis. Fallen leaves crackled and tall grass rustled 
in the meadows behind the hedges. Enemy infantry, their fatigues and helmets 
covered in thatched grass, ambushed the Leibgarde. They lit the oily rags of 
Molotov cocktails and chucked them at the MAFVs. 

One of the Molotovs shattered atop the Dewy-Princess’ rear engine hood. The 
flames spread through the rear of the chassis. The onboard fire suppression 
system kicked in. It absorbed oxygen from the fire, extinguishing it. 

The rest of Harold’s friends, following the Dewy-Princess, charged toward the 
hedge on its left flank. They sprayed a hail of bullets at the camouflaged 
Underground solders behind the hedge. 

The other Panzergrenadiers proceeded ahead of their armored support. 
Plamethrowers hurled streams of fire into thick hedges, meadows, and fields of 
crops. The fires barbecued some of the infantry, while flushing out the rest. The 
sutvivors were hacked and butchered. 

The Dewy-Princess, its engine damaged and electronics half-fried, struggled to 
keep up with the rest of the Leibgarde. White smoke blossomed out of the hood 
before darkening. The speed at which the turret rotated became sluggish. Sparks 
flew around the interior. A fire erupted not far from the ammunition storage 
compartments. 

The radio operator reported: “Coolant system malfunctioning! The hull is 
heating up to unsustainable levels!” 

“The ammo’s going to ignite!” the gunner shouted. 

“Engine failing,” the driver added. 

“Cut power from engine,” Drusilla barked. “Send it to turret hydraulics. And 
put out the fire!” 

“Yes ma’am,” her crewmates replied. 

The Dewy-Princess came to a stop. What little power the engine had was sent 
to turret hydraulics. Emergency water sprinklers built inside the chassis soaked the 
flames. A hot pink plasma bolt collided against the side armor, destroying the right 
track. “MAFV immobilized!” the driver declared. 

The ground ahead of the Leibgarde’s MAF Vs and Panzergrenadiers rumbled. 
A battalion of Vladimir I[/As rammed through the thick brushes of hedgerows at 
high speed. Upgraded from the older Vladimir I/C, the Vladimir II/As sported 
state of the art electronics, superior armor, and deadly plasma cannons. 

“Oh no, it’s the Little Flower Battalion!” a Leibgarde MAFV commander 
blared on the radio. “Fall back, fall back and regroup!” 

“Ladies and gentlemen, we got Christus Rex!” another announced. “Retreat!” 
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“Cowards!” Drusilla shouted. “Do you all want to forever?” 

This isn’t good. Harold clenched his teeth and made the sign of the cross. 

The Christus Rex Officer in command of the Vladimirs was a teenage girl as 
old as the Brotzman twins. Her Vladimir, the Four Horsemen, led the vanguard. 
Ryanite antitank projectiles and plasma bolts bounced off of its hull. 

Harold overheard her and her female subordinates’ voices on the field radio. 
He turned up the volume knob. “Perpetua to all Little Flowers,” Perpetua said to 
her fellow commanders amidst the sound of engines in the background. “Our 
target is the Dewy-Eyed Princess. Just shoot and yow’re bound to hit it.” 

Perpetua spoke to her own gunner, driver, and radio operator. “Princess 
Philomena, you’re cleared to engage! Felicity, maintain maximum velocity! And 
Cecilia, send the Ryanite pigs to Purgatory with artillery fire!” 

We shouldn't have the others into the city! Harold whimpered. 

The Vladimirs of the Little Flower Battalion engaged the Leibgarde’s 
Hannibals and Michaels from afar. Their hot pink plasma bolts zoomed toward 
the Leibgarde armor. Three Michaels got their turrets blown off, their cannons 
damaged beyond repair. 

Three more struck the hulls of three Hannibals next to the Dewy-Princess: the 
Lucia, Francisco, and the Jacinta. All three were knocked out, their tracks grinding to 
a halt. The Leibgarde’s Panzergrenadiers and other MAFV commandets, 
overwhelmed by the Little Flowers, abandoned the Dewy-Princess. 

The Four Horsemen aimed for the Dewy-Princess. “Target acquired,” Princess 
Philomena said over the radio. 

“Diverting engine power to auto-loader,” chimed Felicity. 

“Artillery incoming,” added Cecilia. 

“Fire when ready, Princess Philomena!” Perpetua barked. 

The crew of the Dewy-Princess, unable to move their MAFV away, prepared 
to make their stand. “Load, load!” Drusilla shouted at her gunner over the radio. 

“Ma’am, we’re losing power to the auto-loader,” the gunner yelled. 

“We can’t save this MAFV!” the driver screamed. 

A hot pink plasma bolt zoomed toward the Dewy-Princess. 

“Brace for impact!” the radio operator shrieked. 

The Four Horsemen’s plasma bolt penetrated the front armor of Drusilla’s 
Hannibal. It wormed its way through the chassis, igniting the ammunition 
compartment. Fires engulfed the interior. The Dewy-Princese turret exploded in 
midair, landing in a field a couple yards away. 

“Boom!” Princess Philomena declared. “That’s a jack-in-a-box for us!” 

“No MAFYV invulnerable, no commander infallible!’ Perpetua boasted. “Find 
the crew’s halftrack! Finish them!” 

The rest of Harold’s friends reported similar bad news. “Wise Man, Renate, 
this is Siegfried,” a frantic Lance panicked over the radio, “I’m surrounded by 
enemy armor! Godmother, Silent Orphan, Sleipnir, Germania, and Brinnhilde are 
down! I don’t know if I can last much longer!” 

“Where ate your” Halfrida shouted into the radio handset. 
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“Our coordinates are...” Contact with Lance was cut short. In the distance, 
artillery shells leveled the whole area where the twins’ friends were. 
Halfrida pounced on Harold’s shoulder. “Grab your rifle!” She reached for 
her G3 assault rifle. “I’m not going to let any of our friends die!” 
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Chapter Fourteen: On Their Own Initiative 
(Ryanite Chorus; November 22°*-25", 2014) 


“They blew up the railroad bridge on their own initiative?!” 
-Harold Brotzman 


alfrida and Harold, joined by Representative Accardo, hopped onto the 
HH compartment of a Hanomag halftrack. From the floor, the three 

picked up the controllers for a nearby Michael I MAFV. They put on the 
headsets, connecting their consciousness to the Michael’s onboard electronics. 
Their headsets’ visors relayed real-time video and audio from various cameras built 
into the Michael’s turret and chassis. 

“Who has the driver’s controller?” Harold asked her and Accardo. 

“That would be me,” Accardo retorted. 

“T got gunner,” she said to her brother. 

“Looks like I’m in the commander’s position,” Harold muttered. 

“Pm going to move the mothership now,” the halftrack’s driver hollered. He 
shifted the gears of the command halftrack and slammed his foot on the 
accelerator. “Better hang onto something!” 

As if by auto-suggestion, Halfrida, her brother and Representative Accardo 
sat down on the benches. The halftrack proceeded to the frontline at high speed. 
Nobody knew what was happening outside the halftrack. All thoughts and 
decisions were transmitted to the Michael. 

“Harold, Halfrida,” Accardo called out to them, “Is this your first time using 
an MAFV?” 

“Yeah, it’s our first,” Harold said. “I’ve heard if you strap onto the headsets 
of an MAFV or A-Wing, you'd pretty much become one with the vehicle.” 

“They’re not like drones,” Halfrida told her brother. “It’s meant to give users 
heightened situational awareness. The downside is that your brain registers any 
sustained damage as teal physical pain. Your body will even be knocked to the 
ground, depending on the severity of the impact.” 

“Tt’s all possible thanks to Anomalies,” Accardo chimed. 

“So what happens if our MAFV blows up?” Harold asked. 

“One of four things,” Halfrida replied. “Either it’s epileptic seizure, cardiac 
arrest, comatose, or death. If that Michael of ours goes under, we’d better 
disconnect.” She pulled the visor upward, returning her consciousness back to her 
body. On the bench next to her hips was an MAFV user manual, entitled, S7 
Michael's Primer by Drusilla Price. 

Laying the booklet on her lap, Halfrida opened it. She spent a few minutes 
skimming through its pages. Formatted in the form of a colorful comic book, the 
user manual told the story of a four-man crew of a ‘St. Michael I Medium MAFV’ 
and their romantic love interest, a redheaded girl named ‘Elvira’. 
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Halfrida studied a drawing of Elvira, posing alongside the crew in front of 
their Michael I. Elvira resembled an older Hannelore Bauer in her twenties. Wow, 
this is breaking the fourth wall real hard, Halfrida thought. 

A page labelled, ‘Driver’s Responsibilities’, featured a drawing of Elvira. The 
drawing depicted doing her makeup in front of her makeup desk, smiling. The 
caption below read: Take care of your Michael just as a movie star take care of her looks. 

Did Drusilla dedicate this entire user manual to Hannelore and us? Halfrida pondered 
to herself. She browsed the ‘Appendix’ at the end of the booklet. 

The Appendix contained a page full of glossy photographs of known Allied 
MAFYVs. Each page showed the enemy MAFVs from their fronts, sides and rears, 
along with other technical data. Halfrida turned to the page dedicated to the 
Vladimir I[/A. This might come in handy. 

Closing it, she pulled the visor down and manned the Michael’s coaxial turret. 
Static filled the visor for a few seconds before connecting her to the camera built 
into the coaxial turret. 

Outside, the twins’ Michael I linked up with the rest of the Leibgarde on the 
road to the outskirts, their command halftrack strayed away from it. Thousands of 
troops and hundreds of other MAFVs tallied around their Michael. Leading the 
renewed attack, the Michael gained momentum as it followed the same road that 
the Dewy-Princess once took. 

Halfrida tilted her head around the halftrack. The turret rotated according to 
where she was facing. Coo/ She turned her torso and head to the steel plating 
behind her seat. The Michael’s turret rotated to its rear, showing her the command 
vehicle fifty yards away. The rest of the Leibgarde’s soldiers and MAFVs followed 
the command vehicle she was in. And there are the boys and girls. 

She straightened her seating posture. The Michael’s turret faced the front 
again. Over a mile up the road, the twins spotted the smoldering remains of the 
Dewy-Princess and other Leibgarde MAFVs, their nearby command vehicles 
destroyed by the Little Flower Battalion. 

The Little Flower Battalion regrouped on the road behind the burning wrecks 
of the Dewy-Princess and other Leibearde MAFVs. The enemy Battalion’s command 
halftracks parked behind them. The Vladimir II/As barrels were pointed at the 
twins’ Michael I and their command halftrack. 

The Four Horsemen was positioned in the middle of the road between two 
other Vladimir II/As. The engine rumbled. It stood idle, watching the twins’ 
Michael as it approached them and their Battalion. 

“We're closing in on the Little Flowers,” Accardo declared to the twins. 

“T got it.” Halfrida tightened her grip on the curved joystick of the gunnet’s 
joystick. She pushed a red button on the joystick. A green targeting reticule 
appeared onscreen, followed by a matching triangle in the middle. The red button 
activates combat mode, she tecalled. 

She moved her thumb away from the red button until she felt a small knob 
on the left side of the joystick. When she did, her thumb pulled the knob down 
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and pushed it up to adjust the trajectory of the cannon. Okay, this moves the cannon, 
so how do I fire it? 

Her index finger felt a gun-shaped trigger in front of the joystick. She pulled 
it. Nothing happened. The Michael’s onboard autoloader was not on. How do I load 
this thing? She fumbled her fingers on the buttons around the joystick and on the 
attached base. Every time she pulled the trigger, nothing happened. 

The Four Horsemen and the other Vladimir II/As, cannons loaded, fired hot 
pink plasma bolts at the twins’ Michael. Most of their shots whizzed past it. 
“They’re firing at us!’ shouted Harold. “Do something, Halfrida!”’ 

“Pm trying, so stop worrying!” she screamed. ““Representative, flank the 
Viadimirs!” 

“Way ahead of you,” Accardo replied. 

The twins’ Michael turned hard right and rammed through a hedge. It 
crossed a shallow ditch and entered field. Enemy plasma bolts flew all around it, 
some knocking down nearby trees, others hitting the already destroyed MAFVs. 

Halfrida pushed a white button at the base of the joystick. A green horizontal 
bar appeared at the bottom of her camera. She noticed the bar filling up from left 
to right. The word ‘Loading? blinking below. I see now. Halfrida smiled. 

A plasma bolt struck the left side of the Michael. The impact knocked her 
head into her brother’s lap, the joystick vibrating. “What are you doing, Sis?” 
Harold pulled her head away from his lap. “Shoot back!” 

Returning to her senses, Halfrida discovered a full green bar and the words 
‘Loading Complete!’ at the bottom of her screen. She turned her head to the left 
and aimed the reticule on the left side of the Four Horseman’s turret. She pulled 
the trigger. The cannon roared, her body swaying left and right. 

A pale blue plasma bolt zoomed out of the cannon’s barrel. It sped into the 
Four Horseman’s turret, leaving a big hole on the left side, exposing the electronics 
inside. In a panic, the Little Flowers’ infantry support got on their chassis. The 
damaged Four Horsemen and the other Vladimirs fled from the Leibgarde. 

Halfrida laughed. “Yeah, you better run! Serves you right!” 

“Where are they going?” Harold told his sister. 

“They were intimidated or demoralized by your sister’s shot,’ Accardo 
chuckled. “For a rookie like her, State Chancellor, you ought to be proud.” 

“Oh, give me a break, Representative,” Harold said. “MAFV crews don’t pop 
champagne and toast each other until they earn ten kills.” 

Halfrida spotted the remains of Drusilla’s command halftrack on her visor. 
The tracks disabled, its hull riddled with bullet holes. Smoke poured out of its 
engine. “Hey halftrack driver,” she called out to him, “Take us to the Dewy- 
Princess’ command vehicle. Step on it!” 

“You're the boss,” the halftrack driver answered. 

The twins’ halftrack and their Michael I parked next to Drusilla’s. Once the 
vehicle came to a stop, Halfrida put the controller down. She pulled her visor up 
and took off her headset. She opened the hatch in the back of the halftrack and 
rushed outside. 


117 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
KK 

From outside, Halfrida opened the hatch in the back of their command 
vehicle. A few sparks flew out of the electronics in the front. She went inside. Her 
brother followed her from behind. The twins found Drusilla and her MAFV crew 
were seated on the benches of the troop compartment. 

The driver of Drusilla’s command vehicle had died of his injuries, his lifeless 
body still strapped to the seatbelt, bloody hands on the steering wheel. The 
vehicle’s radio was busted, damaged by the recent counterattack. Endless static 
poured out of the speakers. 

Halfrida, kneeling behind the radio next to the dead halftrack driver, switched 
off the radio. The interior went silent. A brief repertoire of gunfire and explosions 
erupted in the distance. The twins returned to the crew of the Dewy-Princess. 

The driver, the radio operator, and the gunner of the Dewy-Princess were 
seated together on the left-hand bench. Halfrida pressed her fingers on each of 
necks their necks, searching for pulse. No pulse. They lost consciousness before 
going into cardiac arrest. 

She turned around and shined her Fulton flashlight at Drusilla’s face. She 
took off her headset, pressed her fingers on her neck and felt a pulse. “Drusilla’s 
still alive,” Halfrida told her brother. 

“Pm relieved.” Harold breathed a sigh of relief. “How bad is it?” 

“The little girl is going to make it, but she won’t be accompanying us in the 
coming days.” She sighed. “I pray to God that the others are alright.” 

“We can talk about it outside, Halfrida.”” Harold exited the vehicle. 

“If you say so.” Halfrida followed suit. 

A long convoy of the Leibgarde’s trucks and other vehicles traveled along the 
road to the suburbs to the west. The division’s infantry accompanied them, 
marching on the roadside in single-file columns. 

Halfrida crossed her arms. “When you were using the TCR, did you notice 
where the others positions were?” 

“No.” Harold shook his head. “I lost sight of them while I was paying close 
attention to the Dewy-Princess. When the Little Flower Battalion came, things got 
confusing. I didn’t know where they went.” 

“Of course, you wouldn’t,” Halfrida voiced in a disappointed tone. 

“Wherever they are, ’m sure they’re fine.” Harold placed his hand over his 
cheek, eyes gazing at the oncoming convoy. “Maybe Lance was panicking? I can’t 
imagine the others going down so easily.” 

“But we don’t know where they are, Harold!” Halfrida raised her voice. 
“How do we know that they’re dead or captured?” 

“Then we'll look for them in our push to the railroad bridge due west of 
here,” he suggested. “The sooner we get to them, the better.” 

KK 
(Two days later) 

November 24 saw fighting grew fiercer as the Leibgarde and its fellow 

Adelbu Panzer Divisions pushed the Christus Rex back to the eastern riverbank. 
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Casualties soared in house-to-house combat. MAFVs and other vehicles lay 
destroyed throughout the suburbs. Harold and Halfrida’s friends were scattered all 
over the suburbs, cut off from one another. 

After nightfall, Christus Rex soldiers and MAFVs roamed the streets still 
under Underground’s control. The gunfire and explosions had died down as the 
sun faded from the skies above. They and their regular counterparts enforced a 
curfew on what few civilians remained in the suburbs. 

On the rooftop of a one-story restaurant overlooking an empty intersection, 
Virgil crawled up to a ledge. He had been hunting a sniper across the suburbs after 
the others separated. He rolled on his back and reloaded his Dragunov. “Lance 
should’ve known better than to walk into a freaking trap,” he grumbled. “And this 
damn sniper isn’t helping.” 

Virgil got up and aimed at a third floor window of a nearby house. The 
enemy sniper appeared in his crosshairs. He pulled the trigger, sending a bullet at 
the enemy’s head. A loud gunshot broke out. 

“Dropped him,” he said as the enemy sniper fell over the balcony. “Now let’s 
see if that idiot Lance is waiting for me near the bridge.” He got up and ran to an 
opened trapdoor in the middle of the roof. He climbed onto a ladder and closed 
the trapdoor. 

Meanwhile, in a neighborhood north of the bridge, Hannelore and Margaret 
navigated through its ACP-infested streets. They carried their handguns on one 
hand, their ACP detectors on the other. The detectors clicked and clacked as they 
seatched for a way out of the neighborhood. 

“Ts Drusilla still alive, Hannelore?” Margaret asked. 

“Now’s not the time to be thinking about that, Margaret,” Hannelore said. 
“We need to focus on getting out of here and rendezvousing with the others at the 
foot of the bridge.” 

“Yes, I know, but something’s on my mind,” she told her. “I was hoping we 
could talk about it.” 

“What good would talking about it get us?” 

“The difference between me going into a nervous breakdown and surviving 
this battle.” Margaret holstered her Makarov to adjust her glasses. “Something tells 
me she didn’t make it.” She pulled out her gun again. 

“If you want my opinion, then hear me out.” Hannelore took a deep breath. 
“T believe Drusilla is still alive and well somewhere. Who knows? She could be 
with Harold and Halfrida as we speak?” 

Margaret’s eyebrows rose. “You think sor” 

“Eh,” Hannelore said, unknowingly pointing her revolver at her, “I’m just 
saying what I think.” 

“Watch where you’re pointing that!’ Margaret moved the revolver’s barrel 
away from her body. 

“Sorry,” Hannelore apologized. “It’s a habit I picked up back when I had my 
acting career in Hollywood. The paparazzi wouldn’t leave me alone.” 
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“Doesn’t matter, so stop doing that,” Margaret told her. “One of these days, 
you're going to shoot someone by accident.” 

In a warehouse along the east bank of the Other-Mississippi, Chandler kicked 
down the door to one of its storerooms. The toom housed an arsenal of weapons, 
explosives and munitions for the Underground soldiers defending nearby. 

A startled quartermaster spotted him in the hallway. “Who the hell are you?” 
he reached for his gun. 

Chandler unloaded his S&W Model 39 handgun at the quartermaster’s head. 

Eight empty shell casings bounced on the cold concrete floor. Eight bullets 
whizzed across the room, burrowing into the quartermaster’s skull. Blood 
splattered on the wall behind the quartermaster. The quartermaster dropped to his 
knees and fell face-first on the floor. 

Strolling into the room, Chandler kicked the shelling casings to the side. He 
crouched in front of the corpse. “Chandler Daniel Martinsen,’ he said, 
“Remember the name.” He stood upright and pulled out the empty magazine, 
replacing it with a full one. 

A couple stacks of wooden boxes stood next to the dead the quartermaster. 
Chandler pried the uppermost box on the stack. Inside were blocks of C4 plastic 
explosive charges. The boxes even included the detonators. 

Chandler whistled. There was enough inside the boxes to level the railroad 
bridge at its key structural points. He set his satchel on the floor and packed it 
with as much explosives as he could carry. “I should take a couple blocks,” he 
whispered to himself. “You never know.” 

Somewhere south of the bridge, the Lovers snuck out of a park littered with 
dead Underground grunts. They had just got out of a firefight with them. Both 
crouched on the sidewalk outside the entrance to a park. Isolde handed her 
husband her radio handset. “Hier Walther,” she told him. 

“Danke,” Walther thanked her. He placed the radio next to his ear. “Sleipnir 
to Wise Man and Renate, do you read me? Can you assist us, over?” 

Static greeted Walther on the other end. He repeated his transmission. 
“Sleipnir to Wise Man and Renate, do you read me? Can you assist us, over?” 

Again, no response came. It was all static. 

“Did you get through to theme” Isolde asked. 

“Nein,” Walther replied. “It’s just you and me, Mezme Liebe. We’re not fat 
from the bridge. Therefore, we should destroy it before the Underground can 
counterattack.” He gave back her radio and stood up. “Let’s go.” 

“Following you,” Isolde retorted. 

The Lovers tan up the sidewalk past the park entrance, traveling north. 

And in the side streets near the railroad bridge, a platoon of Christus Rex 
soldiers chased after Lance. Lance sprinted along a concrete sidewalk and turned 
left at an alleyway behind a bombed-out shopping center. A backdoor to the one 
of the stores was left open. A dumpster stood behind it. He dove into the 
dumpster and closed the lid. 
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The Christus Rex platoon entered the alley. They traveled past the dumpster, 
thinking he had entered the building. “Search the department store,” the platoon 
leader barked. “Shoot to kill.” 

The soldiers entered the massive building. Lance reopened dumpster lid. He 
reached for his two-way radio. A bullet hole was left on the handset. He got out of 
the dumpster and dropped his radio. He jogged out of the alley and went back the 
way he came. 

On the sidewalk, he glanced at the road in front of him. The path on his left 
went east, back to no man’s land and Ryanite lines. The other path led west to the 
railroad bridge. “I guess Ill head back to the bridge then.” Lance reloaded his G43 
rifle. He went to the intersection on his right and followed the road to the bridge. 

KKK 
(One day later) 

The Otherworld sun dawned on the 25, As the sky shifted from black to 
dark blue, sporadic gunfire broke out near the eastern foot of the railroad bridge. 
Explosions followed. The clock struck 6AM. Dozens of Underground soldiers lay 
dead in the streets, others dangling off of windowsills and rooftop ledges. 
Columns of knocked out Marcella V/16 MAFVs cordoned off whole blocks. 

Wooden boxes of C4 were stacked at the foundations underneath the bridge. 
The uppermost box on each stack was left open, revealing the C4 charges and 
wires sticking in and out of a timer. Someone had set them to detonate on a 
fifteen minute timer. Second by second, minute by minute, the hands on the timer 
rotated counterclockwise. 

In a third floor apartment across from eastern foot of the bridge, Walther 
opened a bedroom window next to a bed. He poked his head out of the window. 

Chandler opened the other window. Three darts pinned a photograph of 
Emperor Raynerson to a dart board, mounted on the wall next to him. The darts 
pierced the Underground leadet’s right eye, forehead, and temple. The word 
‘SOON’ was scribbled on the bottom of the photo in thick black letters. 

Someone stomped in the hallway outside the bedroom. The two boys turned 
around to the doorway behind them. Lance appeared at the doorway, knocking his 
knuckles on the door. “Walther, Chandler,” he told them, “Isolde wanted to let 
you guys know that the bombs are now rigged to the timers.” 

“Perfekt,” Walther responded. “Now we wait...” He laughed. 

Chandler cocked his head to the side. “Isolde decided that we’re not going to 
remote-detonate them?” he wondered. 

“Nope.” Lance shook his head. “As we found out earlier, this apartment 
building acted as a forward command post for the Christus Rex Armored Corps. 
Those documents Margaret found in the living room mentioned that a convoy of 
enemy reinforcements would cross the bridge at 6:15AM.” 

“What time is it now?” Walther asked. 

“6:03, last time I checked,” recalled Lance. 
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Walther kneeled in front of his windowsill and pulled out a pair of binoculars. 
He observed the movements of retreating Underground soldiers at the bridge. 
“Look what we have here,” he murmured. 

Up and down the waterfront, Underground regulars and elite Christus Rex 
soldiers evacuated from their positions to the east. Some crossed the River by 
running across the bridge. Others jumped into the warm, calm waters of the 
Other-Mississippi, forced to swim back to their lines on the west bank. 

“The GACSS sends your family its kindest regards, Drecksau\” Walther 
taunted at them. “Danke schon, for all the guns, MAFVs and equipment you’re 
about to leave behind for us!” 

“Anyway,” Lance told Chandler, “Pll heading back to see Virgil, Hannelore, 
Margaret, and Isolde. Catch you guys later.” 

Something crept into Chandler’s mind. After Lance left the hallway, Chandler 
hollered at him. “Hold on just a second!” He ran to the doorway and peeked 
around the corner. He saw Lance at the far left end of the hall, next to the kitchen. 
“Get back here, Lance!” 

Lance jogged back to the doorway. “What is it?” 

“In the courtyard downstairs...” Chandler leaned on the door, arms crossed. 
“remember that large MAFV we saw last night?” 

“The one under a camouflage net?” 

“Not that one,” Chandler corrected him, “It’s the one next to it. There was a 
big hole on left side of the turret.” 

“What model was it?” Lance sneezed into the black sweater sleeve of his 
Torchbearer armor suit. 

“Gesundheit!” Walther declared. 

“Huhe” Lance blew his nose with a clean tissue. 

“It means ‘God bless you’ in my native tongue,” Walther explained. 

“Oh, okay.” Lance returned to Chandler. “Again, what model was it?” 

“A Catholic School Underground Vladimir II/A,’ Chandler said. “It’s 
belonged to the Little Flower Battalion, goes by the nickname ‘Four Horsemen.” He 
yawned. “Once the Leibgarde links up with us, I’d say we bring it to Castle 
Blackstone. RGA High Command is dying to get their hands on one of these 
newer models.” 

“Good idea,” Lance agreed. “Now that I think about it, this might be our 
chance to improve our antitank weaponry and MAFYV fleets.” 

“Now youre speaking my language,” Chandler smirked. He and Lance gave 
each other a high-five. 

Walther walked up to Chandler. He offered him his binoculars and pointed at 
his windowsill. “You may to take a look.” 

Lance ran away from the two boys. 

“Sure.” Chandler took the binoculars from him and went to the windowsill. 

An Underground convoy of Vladimir II/As, supported by halftracks and 
trucks, crossed the bridge from the west. The convoy traversed through the 
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rusted-out railroad tracks on their way to the eastern suburbs. They drove past 
their retreating compatriots as they passed by them. 

The clock stuck 6:15M4M. The bombs detonated at the same time. The 
detonations rocked the bridge, swaying left and right, knocking some of the 
enemy’s soldiers and vehicles into the water. The foundations destroyed, the 
bridge collapsed under its own weight. Bodies floated in the water, vehicles sank 
to the bottom of the River. 

“She did it!” Chandler cheered. “The bombs detonated!” 

“My wife had a knack for this sort of thing, Chandler,” Walther grinned. “?’m 
seen her do this so many times, I can’t be surprised anymore.” He laughed. “By 
the way, remind me later to help you and Halfrida with your wedding plans next 
May, jawohl” 

“Jawohl.” Chandler’s cheeks reddened. “TI try not to forget...”” He gave 
back his pair of binoculars. 
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Chapter Fifteen: Underhanded Methods 
(Wise Man; December 4'"-5", 2014) 


“Now get out, now get out of the city now, the city now, and you, my dear, stay here?” 
-Halfrida Brotzman 


hidden, silent enemy lurked the halls and classrooms of the GACSS in 
A December, ready to strike. Harsh winter storms bombarded Philadelphia 

in early December. Clouds blotted out the sun during the day and the 
moon at night. Snow piled up on buildings, plow trucks kept the streets and roads 
clear. The Delaware River froze into solid ice. Afterschool, Harold and Halfrida 
paid another visit to Cousin Ulrich at Neumann-Seton. 

Philadelphia disappeared behind a veil of fog that surrounded the campus. 
Snow poured from the heavens like white confetti. The twins’ Mercedes-Benz 600 
Grofer emerged from the fog as it cruised into the parking lot from the road in 
front of the school. The parking lot was devoid of life or cars. Most of the 
students and teachers fled after school bells and prayers had ended the school day. 

The Mercedes pulled over by the curbside outside the front entrance. The 
backseat doors opened and the twins got out. Both wore black wool overcoats and 
matching fur caps over Bishop Dowell uniforms. Neither twin was crossdressing. 

The twins opened a door at the same time. They went straight in. Their 
chauffeur drove the Mercedes away from the curbside and parked it at a vacant 
space somewhere. 

Harold strolled past the front lobby with his sister by his side. They navigated 
through the school’s long, wide hallways. Bright ceiling lights and cold air engulfed 
the halls. Marian music played over the school’s PA system. What was intended to 
invoke the immaculate and the pure had instead stirred his paranoia. 

Why do I get the feeling that something is going to happen? Harold thought. His heart 
raced, as if it was ready to jump out of his chest. Shifty-eyed, he looked over his 
shoulder numerous times. The school’s cafeteria appeared on his left. The big 
wooden doors were chained shut with a heavy-duty padlock. 

Purther down the hall, ten Civil Guard members greeted them from a 
corridor on their right. They wore fur caps, surgical masks, Sam Browne belts, 
leather gloves, double-breasted overcoats and jackboots. They saluted. 

The twins stopped in front of the guardsmen. They turned to them by their 
heels and saluted back. “Carry on, guardsmen,” Harold said. 

“Yes, State Chancellor,” the guardsmen responded. They walked away from 
them, resuming their routine patrol around the school building. 

Across the hall from the school’s chapel, Harold whispered into his sister’s 
ear. “You know what I’m thinking right now, Halfrida?”’ 

“What are you thinking about?” she pondered. 

“Every time we visit this school, it’s always empty for some reason.” He 
gazed at the shuttered classrooms, padlocked lockers and quiet hallways. “Apart 
from Cousin Ulrich, the only people we see in these hallways are patrolling Civil 
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Guards. We never get to see any teachers or students, like they were all sent home 
on a curfew or something.” 

“T wouldn’t put it that way, Harold,” she told him. “Cousin Ulrich is the 
favored grandson of Horst Brotzman. Like Opa, like Enke/, Ulrich shares Horst’s 
inclinations toward privacy. That’s just how it is.” 

“Does it always have to be this way?” Harold asked. 

“Why ate you asking me this of all times?” Halfrida stopped in front of the 
doors to the chapel. “Feeling paranoid again like last time?” 

Harold nodded. “I guess you could say that.” He pointed at a loudspeaker 
embedded on the ceiling over his head. “The music is making me nervous. I can’t 
tell for certain if we’re walking into a trap or something.” 

“Are you having shellshock, PTSD?” Halfrida straddled the straps of her 
leather handbag. “Shall I prepare some D-VIII for your” She reached into her 
handbag to retrieve a glass vial of D-VIII and a hypodermic syringe. The liquid 
inside the vial glowed in a bright shade of dark red. 

“No, at least, not yet.” He shook his head. 

“Then keep your paranoia under control.” She sighed, putting the syringe and 
vial back in her handbag. “You'll make us both look bad in front of Cousin.” She 
pulled the door handle and headed inside. 

I hope it’s just that: my paranoia, Harold thought. He stopped the door from 
closing with his foot, pulled the door handle, and went after his sister. 

The lighting inside the chapel was dim. Stained glass windows darkened. Lit 
Candles posted at the altar ahead of the pews. An aura of tranquility reigned. The 
worries of the outside world, including Brotzmanskrieg, faded. 

Beyond the doors, Halfrida dipped her fingers into a bowl of holy water 
bolted to a wall. She made the sign of the cross and faced at the altar. Looking at 
the crucifix mounted behind the altar, Halfrida genuflected. 

Harold did the same. His ears picked up the sound of someone murmuring 
their prayers. Cousin Ulrich...? 

The twins walked down the aisle. 

Cousin Ulrich sat in the middle pew behind the altar. He counted the beads 
of his five decade rosary as he prayed. He finished just as the twins approached 
him. Making the sign of the cross, he turned his head left, to the aisle where the 
twins were. He motioned them to sit beside him. 

The twins nodded. They did as he asked. 

“Cousins, looking good.” Ulrich cracked a smile. Seeing the twins in their 
own clothes was a welcoming sight. 

“Agreed,” Halfrida said. “Crossdressing is a means to achieve a desited end. 
It is a complement to our arsenal of weapons.” 

Ulrich clapped his hands. “Well played,’ he chuckled. “So what brings you 
two here on this joyous Thursday in Advent?” 

“Thanks to you,” Harold told him, “The Halfrida Brotzman Geschiitz was 
saved. We even managed to stabilize the front in both the Otherworld and the 
Dweller World.” 
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Ulrich snickered. “You shouldn’t be thanking me, Harold. You and Halfrida 
did your part as well.” 

“That’s true,” Halfrida commented. “Even so, neither of us would be here if 
it wasn’t for your Opa’s betrayal.” She took off her fur cap, set it down on her lap, 
and scratched her scalp. “But we also sustained losses: RGA and Adelbu reported 
30,000 casualties in just two months alone.” 

“A tragedy,” Ulrich agreed. “Our losses out here in the Real World are much 
higher, I fear.” 

Something sparked inside Harold’s head. “Oh, you mean the Allies occupying 
all the Catholic schools in Minnesota, Iowa, and Missouri?” 

Ulrich nodded. “Ja, the three states with Catholic schools under the guidance 
of the Republic Program and the bishops. As Speaker of the Convention, I took 
the liberty of playing scorched earth and denied the fruits of our labors to the 
enemy.” 

“What exactly did you do?” Harold’s eyes narrowed. A cynical image 
manifested in his mind. It featured Ulrich ‘redirecting? some US military 
Tomahawk cruise missiles at the schools. I don’t even want to know, he thought. 

“T know what you’re thinking, Harold, but look at it this way,” Ulrich said. “I 
just reduced the flow of Ryanite goods and decreased production in those 
occupied areas. Then there’s the resorting to underhanded methods.” 

“Underhanded methods?” he pondered. 

“Your sister would know.” Ulrich pointed his hand at Halfrida. 

Harold turned to her. “What’s this about?” 

“T think Cousin’s referring to Chandler’s childhood friend, Marcus 
McAlister,” she informed her brother. “Not to mention, that listening post Lance 
and I established two years ago.” 

“Emperor Raynerson and the Allies haven’t destroyed either yet?” 

“Not yet.” Halfrida folded her arms and faced Ulrich. “We have a reason for 
coming here, Cousin.” 

“Got another problem?” Ulrich pulled out a round metal canister of Victory 
Chocolate from his pocket. A prized confectionary, just one-fourth of the canister 
had the same amount of caffeine as a cup of coffee. 

“We don’t have any for you,” Harold chimed. 

Ulrich popped the canister’s lid open. “Want some?” He offered the pieces of 
chocolate to the twins. 

They shook their heads. “We already ate,” Harold replied. 

“Then tell me: what can I do to help Cousins Harold and Halfrida?” Ulrich 
popped a piece in his mouth and closed the canister. “I’m all ears,” he mumbled. 

“It’s about the upcoming session of the Convention at Plaidstadt in two 
weeks,” Halfrida said. “With the Convention Program under our control, the time 
has come for us to proclaim the ‘Great Leaps Westward.’ A short decisive 
campaign to achieve all of GACSS’ goals in Brotzmanskrieg before 2016.” 

Ulrich remained silent. He reopened the canister and took another piece. 
“On what basis have you and Harold decided this on?” 
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Halfrida continued. “RGA victories in the Otherworld have allowed GACSS 
access to untapped clusters of Anomaly Causing Phenomena. More ACPs mean 
more Anomalies to fuel the RGA’s growing ranks.” 

“Let’s not forget about the impressive industries in the Seven Sisters in the 
Dweller World,’ Harold mentioned. “How GACSS now dominates almost every 
Secret School Economy east of the Mississippi.” 

“That’s right, Harold,” Halfrida said. “These recent achievements, along with 
efforts to bolster our own SSE, have put us in the position to start the Great 
Leaps Westward.” 

“Then you have my support and the family’s,” Ulrich told the twins. 

“Hence is why we want you to join us in the upcoming Convention session in 
two weeks,” Harold said. “Since you were elected Speaker of the Convention, feel 
free to introduce whatever policies you think will further our goals.” He smirked. 
“Maybe then Halfrida and I will finally end Brotzmanskrieg.” 

“Naturlich,’ he answered, “I’m looking forward to it.” Ulrich chuckled. 

The twins got up from the pew. “We'll see you again in two weeks.” Halfrida 
winked at her cousin. 

Ulrich winked back. He waved at the twins as they walked out of the chapel. 

2K KK 

Outside the chapel, Harold and Halfrida saw Lance enter the hallway. Lance 
catried a clipboard on one hand and a briefcase full of cash on the other. A pair of 
handcuffs chained to his wrist, he approached the twins. The tapping sounds of 
his shoes as he strolled through the hall reverberated on the walls. 

Harold whispered to his sister. “What’s he doing here?” 

“Did you forget that he attends this school?” 

“No, it’s just kind of odd to see him and Cousin Ulrich at the same time.” 

“Then let’s find out why he’s here.” 

“Uh-huh.” Harold nodded his head in agreement. He walked up to Lance, his 
sister trailing him from behind. “You're still in the school?” 

“Yeah,” Lance replied. “Uh, my employer, Eddie Mack, just sent another 
trading caravan to the school. They delivered another shipment of exotic wares 
from the Catholic School International. I volunteered to catalogue the shipment 
for the other Jackbooters.” 

“Speaking of which,’ Lance continued, “Could you or your sister do me a 
real big favor for me?” 

“What is it?” Halfrida asked with her arms crossed. 

Lance glanced at the shipping manifest on the clipboard. “Apparently, 
someone attending St. Eustace had bought something from Eddie Mack and 
wants it delivered by tomorrow.” He looked at the twins. “I don’t know any of the 
Jackbooters there, so could either of you take care of this for me?” 

“Tl take care of it,” Harold volunteered. 

“Of course you would,” Halfrida muttered under her throat. 

“Great,” Lance smiled. “Dll make arrangements to put the package in the 
trunk of your Mercedes, State Chancellor.” 
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“Please do,” he insisted. 

“Be sure to deliver it before classes end tomorrow afternoon.” Lance walked 
away from the twins. 

Halfrida tilted her head toward Harold. “Do you even know what kind of 
package you're delivering?” 

“Does it matter?” Harold retorted. 

“Tt does.” She nodded. “After the VMCP Affair, we have to be careful these 
days. The enemy is lurking among us.” 

Man, you're as paranoid as I am! Harold blared from the privacy of his thoughts. 
“Pll try to be wary, alright?” 

“You better,” Halftida urged. “Come on, let’s hurry back home once Lance 
loaded the package in the trunk.” 

The twins wandered away from the doors of the school chapel. 

KK 
(One day later) 

Harold hauled the package inside his handbag as he roamed the halls of St. 
Eustace. Allison was absent, having caught the flu. The school bells rang to signal 
the ascendance of his study hall period. Crowds of girls dispersed from the halls to 
their next class or the cafeteria. 

The package was a compact thing within a small cardboard box and fastened 
together with string and duct tape. Lance didn’t bother to tell him what he was 
carrying. It could be a bomb for all I know, Harold shuddered at the thought. 

Towards the southern end of the third floor hallway, Harold went down the 
stairs. He glided his hand along the railing on the way to the second floor. Beyond 
the doors of the second floor, he stopped behind a corner. He eavesdropped on a 
conversation between two freshman girls after one of them said his name. 

Are they talking about me? He pondered to himself. 

The girls stood behind a row of lockers embedded on a wall around the 
corner. A raven-haired girl had her hand on the door of her locker. “It’s true,” she 
gossiped to her ash blonde friend. “The statues in the courtyard at Neumann and 
Seton were weeping blood!” 

Harold’s eyebrows rose. Since when did this happen? 

The other girl her arms clutched around a stack of Religion workbooks. 
“Yeah right!” she rolled her eyes. “I’m pretty sure somebody smeared some red 
dye on the statues to exploit the faithful.” 

“T was thinking the same thing.” The raven-haired girl closed her locker. “But 
Cardinal Wolk visited the school this past Tuesday. His Eminence wanted to see 
for himself if the student rumors were true.” 

“His Eminence paid a visit to Neumann and Seton out of the blue?” 

“So I heard.” The first girl grabbed her backpack off the floor. “But His 
Eminence has reason to believe that it could be a sign from God.” She tightened 
the strapped of her backpack. 

“Where did you learn about this?” 

“Hannelore said she learned about it from someone named Lance.” 
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“Let’s talk to Hannelore at lunch later today.” 

“Sounds like a plan.” 

The girls walked around the corner, oblivious to Harold’s presence as they 
pushed the stairwell doors open. Harold peered into the window on the stairwell 
doors. They trudged down the steps of the stairs to the first floor below. 

He stepped away from the stairwell doors. The conversation from earlier had 
left an impression on him. Could that be miracle, a sign from God? He delved on 
the question as he continued to the drop off point, further down the hall ahead of 
the stairwell doors. 

The door to the student council room was always closed during the school 
days and in the weekends. Walking up to it, Harold knocked on the door three 
times. No response. He wrapped his hand around the doorknob. Somebody was 
kind enough to lock the door. 

Confused, Harold shifted his head around the hall. Lance did say I was supposed 
to deliver the package to the student council room, he recalled. 

Not far from the student council room, Fake News hydrated herself at the 
water fountain outside the bathrooms. She accosted Harold in the hall on her way 
back to class. “Are you looking for someone, Halfrida?” 

Harold turned around. O+ great, it’s that girl again. “Why yes, | am,” he told her 
in his best Halfrida impersonation. “I’m looking for Adelaide, the student council 
president. Have you seen her?” 

“Like, isn’t she absent today?” Fake News’ shoulders rose. 

Alre you kidding me? Harold rolled his eyes. “No, I believe she came to school 
earlier this morning.” He pointed his finger at the floor beneath his feet. “I was 
supposed to meet her here, in the student council room.” 

“IT don’t know about that,” Fake News said. “If I find her later today, Pll let 
you know that you were looking for her.” 

“Please do.” He nodded. 

Fake News skipped and hummed to her classroom. 

An idea crept into Harold’s mind. Maybe I should deliver this package to her locker 
instead, he thought to himself. He strolled away from the doorway of the student 
council room and went to the senior lockers upstairs. 

Adelaide’s locker, like the vast majority of the student body at St. Eustace, 
lacked a padlock. Most of the girls at the school were childhood friends who 
wouldn’t steal from one another. Harold walked up to it in the middle of the third 
floor hallway. He looked around to see if anyone was watching. 

Nobody but him was in the hall. Good, he thought. He opened the locker. 

On a top shelf, he saw an envelope taped to the edge. His sister’s name was 
scribbled on the front of the envelope. Is ¢his for me or for Halfrida? he pondered. He 
took the envelope and peeled off the red seal on the back. 

The envelope contained a letter addressed to Halfrida. Harold closed 
Adelaide’s locker. Unfolding the letter, he discovered a business card. Latitude and 
longitude coordinates were printed on the back of the card. He glanced at the card 
and the letter as he returned to Sister Katherine’s classroom a few doors down. 


129 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

Dear Halfrida, it began, Inside my package is the ‘access key’ that you'll need it to access 
the dead drop. Everything should be there. Please hurry, Emperor Raynerson and Lady Ostara 
are both looking for the dead drop. 

He wrapped his hand around the doorknob of his study hall room. After 
putting the letter and envelope inside his handbag, he opened the door and 
entered the room. 

The student desks inside the classroom were unoccupied. The other girls in 
his study hall period left the classroom to other places in the school. Sister 
Katherine sat at her desk, looking through a large stack of tests from an earlier 
class. She individually graded them with a red market. 

The marker ink exuded a strong odor. Harold pinched his nose. 

A computer rested atop a table across from the door. He shifted his head 
between Sister Katherine and the monitor. Like a gentleman, he crept up to the 
computer and pushed the monitor button. 

The monitor flickered to life. He wrapped his hand over the mouse and 
double-clicked on the internet browser. On the search bar, he typed in the 
coordinates printed on the business card. 

The search result brought him to the location of Neumann-Seton. I should give 
Hatfrida a call later today, he thought to himself. 

2 KK 

In an alley behind St. Eustace, an emergency exit door opened. No fire alarm 
was triggered. Harold stepped out of the building and strolled up to a corner past a 
dumpster. He peeked around the corner. The school parking lot stood ahead of 
him. He leaned on the corner, whipped out his satphone and dialed his sister. 

The satphone rang without a response. Hurry up and pick up the phone, Halfrida, 
he repeated inside his head. The phone kept ringing to no end. 

A stray cat stalked Harold from a ledge above the dumpster. It jumped off 
and landed on the dumpster on all fours. Rusted metal clanged. Harold’s heart 
sank. In a hurry, he brandished his SIG Sauer and pointed the barrel at the cat. 

Ob, just a black cat. Harold breathed a sigh of relief. He put his gun away. 

The cat scurried off from the dumpster and fled the alley. 

From the satphone speaker, Halfrida’s voice spoke into his ear. “Hey, what’s 
up?” she asked. 

“T was trying to get a hold of you.” Harold turned away from the dumpster. 
“What took you so long?” 

“Margaret, her siblings, and I are at lunch right now,” she explained. “I 
excused myself when you called. Is something wrong?” 

“We need to talk,” he said. “Do you have a couple minutes?” 

“Make it quick,” she urged. 

The exit door slowly opened. Adelaide Maycomb appeared at the doorway, 
armed with a Welrod handgun. She rotated the round knurled knob in the back of 
the weapon counterclockwise. The chamber exposed, she loaded a .45 ACP round 
and closed the knob. 
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Adelaide crept up to the dumpster and ducked behind it. She eavesdropped 
on Harold, waiting for a chance to shoot him. 

Unaware of her presence, Harold continued his conversation. “Remember 
that package Lance gave us yesterday?” 

“You should’ve let me deliver me,” Halfrida sighed. “It’s all part of my secret 
spy network I established two years ago.” 

“Marcus McAlister and the listening post in Nebraska?” 

“That sounds correct.” 

“Listen, Adelaide’s delivery was not intended for her, but for us.” 

“T made arrangements. The Allies and the Conspiracy want the package.” 

“But Neumann-Seton is a big school. The dead drop could be anywhere. I 
should talk to Adelaide about this.” 

“Don’t,” Halfrida warned. “Beware: an imposter is posing as Adelaide.” 

The imposter posing as Adelaide emerged from the dumpster. “You,” she 
spoke in a German accent, “Who are you talking to?” 

Harold gasped. Crap, she was right. Turning around, he held his hands in the 
air. “No one,” he lied, dropping the satphone. 

The satphone fell on the snowy ground. Halfrida was still on the other end. 
“Harold, Harold,” she said. “Are you still there?” 

The imposter pummeled Harold against the wall, her gun jammed at his face. 
“The Ostara Conspiracy sends their regards.” 

Without warning, Harold fought back. He bent the imposter’s arm upward 
and brought the weapon away from him. A struggle ensued. Harold grappled the 
imposter and knocked her on the ground. He kicked the Welrod out of her hand. 
The imposter got back up. She threw a punch at him. 

Harold blocked her attack. The imposter landed a jab at his chest. He strayed 
to the right and head-butted her. The imposter dropped to her knees. He threw a 
few punches at her face and chest, kicking her head. She fell on her back and lost 
consciousness. 

That was close. Harold wiped the sweat from his forehead. 

The body reverted back to its original form. Harold kneeled next to it. The 
imposter was clad in the greenish-gray fatigues and matching cap. He searched the 
body and discovered a Pauper Anomaly concealed in one of the pockets on the 
wool jacket. 

“Freaky,” Harold blurted. He looked over his shoulder. No one was around 
to witness the struggle. Dragging the body, he hid the imposter inside the 
dumpster. The satphone lay next to his feet. He picked it up. “Pm still here, 
Halfrida, how about your” 

“What’s going on over there?” she asked. 

“T was attacked by the imposter.” Harold gazed at the dumpster. “A 
Conspiracy assassin was impersonating Adelaide this whole time.” He whispered 
into the phone. “This may sound crazy, but I need you to call Walther. He and 
Adelbu need to get rid of this body before the day ends.” 

“Pll let him know,” Halfrida replied. “Are you still breathing?” 
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“Yes.” He walked up the steps behind the emergency exit and grabbed the 
Welrod. “Pm skipping school before seventh period. I fear Horst and Ostara 
suspect that I’m here.” 
“Call me later then.” Halfrida hung up. 
Harold put his satphone away and reentered the school building, The locks 
on the door clicked into place from inside. 
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Chapter Sixteen: Nighttime Visit 
(Wise Man and Renate; December 5"-12", 2014) 


‘T’ve never been a stranger to coincidences. Expectations are broken and prayers are answered. It 
makes me wonder if everything I’ve done up to this point is all part of His plan.” 
-Harold Brotzman 


the Philadelphia Archdiocese. Hundreds infected at every school except St. 
Eustace and its sister school, Father Jacobson. At Cardinal Wolk’s behest, 
the Archdiocese quarantined the schools under lock and key. 

Thousands of feet below, the RGA imposed theit own quarantine in the 
deep-underground tunnel network connecting the schools to Plaidstadt and 
Wonderland. Tunnel entrance gates to school basements sealed. Biohazard 
warning signs posted. Armed Ryanites clad in yellow NBC (Nuclear, Biological, 
and Chemical) suits and black gasmasks at critical checkpoints. 

At Neumann-Seton, a dense fog enveloped it like a pale funeral shroud. 
Harsh winds blanketed snow and ice all over the campus. The sports fields in the 
back of the building were buried under two feet of white confetti. On the roof, 
Harold and Halfrida leaped into an airshaft. 

Traveling from the northern wing, they crawled through an air vent over the 
third floor hallways. Dust floated inside the narrow vent. Ventilation fans blew air 
against them from dead-end paths. 

“Halfrida,’ Harold whispered, “Where are we heading again?” 

“Room 218,” Halfrida whispered back, “Below Cousin Ulrich’s personal 
office of sorts. If what Lance said earlier was true, Adelaide Maycomb left the 
dead drop there.” 

“Why would it be there?” he questioned. “It’s not a smart move.” 

“That’s what caught my attention,” she said. “If anything, it could be because 
Adelaide has a diversion set up for both Underground and Conspiracy.” 

“How sure are your” 

“Forget it, Harold. Once we pick up whatever’s at the dead drop, we need to 
figure out which of the two caused the outbreak in this Archdiocese.” 

“We're going to be infected as well?” 

“No, our special vaccines should keep us safe.” 

“Sounds more like a conspiracy theory than a covert biological attack.” 

“Just stay focused on the task at hand. I’m tired and [d hate to yell at you.” 

His nose congested, he sneezed at his sister. 

“Keep it down,” she warned. “We don’t want people to know we’re here.” 

Light peered through the grating on some of the ventilation ducts. Parts of 
the corridor below wete well-lit, others doused in darkness. Locked metal doors 
and security gates split the halls of the three-story building into three wings: north, 
central, and south. 


T he last four days saw flu outbreaks in the Catholic high schools throughout 
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Soldiers in olive drab NBC suits patrolled the halls. Guns drawn, they 
roamed in squads of five. Harold halted behind a ventilation duct above a small 
lounge towards the end of the south wing. What do we have here? 

A soldier holding an AK74 assault rifle on one hand spoke into a radio 
handset. A device built into the soldier’s gasmask masked his voice, making it 
sound almost robotic. 

“Why'd you stop?” Halfrida whispered to him. 

“Somebody’s below the duct in front of me,” Harold whispered back. He 
eavesdropped on the soldier. 

“Sir, we’ve almost completed our sweep of the building.” The soldier paced 
back and forth. “Most of the area is on lockdown. My men are working to crack 
the floor safe downstairs. Pl chime back in once we’re in.” He put his radio away 
and wandered off. 

Harold crawled past the duct. You weren’t kidding, Halfrida, we're not alone inside 
this school. He shook his head and continued to follow her. 

The twins followed the vent until it veered to the right. An opened 
ventilation duct on the ceiling of a classroom was left open. Several school desks 
in the room lay overturned on the floor. Halfrida whispered to him. “This must be 
where they came in.” 

“Where are we now?” he asked. 

“According to the floor plans, this is Room 326,” Halfrida replied. “218 can 
be accessed through a stairwell a few doors down.” She climbed out of the vent 
and landed feet first on the floor. 

Harold crawled toward the exposed duct. 

“Pm waiting for you.” She held out her thumb. 

“Be right there.” He jumped out and rolled to the side upon landing. He 
crashed into a column of desks, banging his head on one of the desks’ armrests. 

Halfrida helped him get back up. “You okay?” 

He nodded. 

Someone outside the room overheard the twins. “Somebody inside’s 326,” a 
voice declared. “I’m heading inside to investigate.” 

“Pll come with you,” another voice added. 

From her utility belt, Halfrida reached into a pouch and brandished an 
Invisibility Anomaly. The sapphire-like crystal glowed blue-green. 

Clicking sounds echoed outside the hall. It sounded like a Geiger counter. 
“You brought your ACP detector with your” the first voice asked. 

“Did you need it?” the second voice retorted. 

“Just in case,” the first said. 

“Oh, that’s just great.” Harold’s head darted around the room in search of a 
hiding spot. He fled from Halfrida’s side and hid inside a closet next to the 
teacher’s desk. 

Footsteps reverberated outside the doorway. Lights pierced into the darkness 
inside the classroom. In a hurry, Halfrida tossed the Anomaly aside. She scurried 
across the room and joined Harold in the closet. 
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Harold embraced her from behind. 

“We'll be fine,” she consoled him in a hushed voice. 

From the classroom door, two soldiers in NBC suits switched on the lights. 
They prowled through the doorway. One of them carried a shotgun, the other an 
ACP detector. 

The second soldier waved his ACP detector around the room. The ACP 
detector ticked faster as he rushed toward the Invisibility Anomaly on the floor. 
He kneeled before it. The ACP detector vibrated. 

The first soldier was standing in front of the closet, his hand on the door 
handle. “Found something?” He turned to his partner.” 

“An Anomaly,” the other responded. He stood up with the object in his 
hand. “I don’t remember seeing this when we were here over an hour ago.” 

“Right,” the first one agreed. “Someone else is in the building.” 

“Why wouldn’t they?” He pulled his hand away from the door handle. He 
pumped his shotgun. “We should alert the others.” 

The other soldier nodded. He put his ACP detector away and cocked the 
assault rifle slung over his shoulder. 

The two men ran out of the room, taking the Anomaly with them, leaving the 
lights in the classroom on. 

The closet door reopened. Harold and Halfrida peered around the closet 
doorway as they emerged. 

“That was close.” Harold wiped the sweat from his forehead. 

“Did you hear those guys?” Halfrida crossed her arms. 

“Yeah,” he replied, “They must be Underground commandos.” 

“We need to hurry,” she urged. 

Harold nodded. “Let’s go through that door instead of the hallway.” He 
pointed at a door next to the marker board in the front of the room. 

The twins scurtied up to it. The doorknob was locked in place. Harold 
inserted the skeleton key into the keyhole, unlocking it. He opened the door and 
hurried inside Classroom 325 next door with his sister. 

Like Classroom 326, 325 had another door to the room ahead of it. Halfrida 
tapped on Harold’s shoulder. “I hope you're in the mood to opening those doors 
for your big twin sister.” She cracked a smile. 

“Great.” Harold rolled his eyes. I wished I stayed home. 

The two Underground commandos from earlier returned to 326. A team of 
four commandos in riot gear and shotguns stormed the room. “Search for the 
intruders,” one of them declared. 

“Shoot to kill,” another commando barked. 

Harold made the sign of the cross before proceeding further. 

Following the alternate route, the twins bypassed the patrolling Underground 
commandos in the outside hallways and corridors. Harold unlocked the doors 
with the skeleton key, while Halfrida locked the doors behind them to delay the 
commandos. 
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At 318, they skulked through the room. They stopped at the door leading to 
the hallway. Harold motioned his sister to open the door for him. 

Brandishing her Cz75, Halfrida pulled the door handle. She crept out of the 
room. Harold followed suit. A security gate on their left isolated them from the 
Underground commandos in the central wing. They turned right and followed the 
path to the stairwell. They trudged down the steps to the second floor. 

2K 

Second floor’s south wing was a mess. Piles of papers were strewn about on 
the floor. Locker doors left open, their shelves of contents disturbed. Classrooms 
ransacked for critical intelligence. Another security gate blocked access to the 
second floor central wing. A trail of blood in the middle of the corridor led into 
one of the rooms. 

Fears of the Conspiracy’s presence inside the school festered within Harold. 
Who came through here, the Underground or the Conspiracy? The door to 218 stood on his 
left. It was also locked. He saw his sister walk away from him to follow a blood 
trail in the middle of the corridor. He went after her. 

The trail of blood brought the twins to Classroom 222. The door was closed. 
They prowled into the room. The trail ended at the lifeless corpse of an 
Underground commando lay on the tiled floor. Halfrida and Harold squatted next 
to it, the commando’s gun between their feet. 

The body had sustained numerous gunshot wounds on the head and torso. 
The bullets had ripped through the commando’s NBC suit. 

Harold turned to the marker board on his left. Someone was kind enough to 
leave behind a message for them and the commandos. He stood upright and 
approached the board. 

A square, shaded in red marker, was drawn in the middle of the board. 
Within it was the biohazard symbol in black. Four German words were scribbled 
next to the drawing in Siitterlinschrift. “Take a look at this Halfrida,” he told her. 

“What is itr” Halfrida approached the board and glanced at the message. 
“Wir sind wieder da,’ she said, reading the message, ““We’re back.” 

They stared at each other. “The Conspiracy is here,” they spoke in unison. 

Four Conspiracy agents materialized behind the school desks with silenced 
submachine guns. They sprayed the front of the room with bullets. 

The twins leaped to opposite sides of the room. Both unloaded their guns at 
their assailants in midair. Bullets whizzed past them and the assailants. 

The four conspirators were ripped to shreds. They dropped their weapons 
and slumped to the floor, dead. 

Unscathed, Harold and Halfrida got off the floor. Both twins ejected the 
empty magazines from their handguns and reloaded. 

“We almost walked into a trap,” Harold scolded his sister. 

“Curiosity killed the cat, I suppose,” Halfrida quipped. “Come on; let’s head 
back to Room 218 before the commandos find us here.” 
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The twins returned to the door to Room 218. Harold unlocked the door and 
opened it. The door revealed a darkened office that took up a quarter of a former 
classroom. They walked in with the lights off. 

Harold entered first. “So this is the place?” 

“Yes, it is,” Halfrida retorted. “The office belongs to the Civil Guard Chief 
responsible for the guardsmen of Neumann-Seton.” 

“Tt’s a small place, too,” Harold said. “Was Rooms 217 and 218 supposed to 
be one room?” 

“Perhaps,” she replied. “217 is now a computer lab.” 

A desk stood on the other side of the office. Curtains blocked an ice-covered 
window behind the desk. A bookshelf lined the wall on the right hand side, three 
filing cabinets on the left. A steel crucifix and a Harold Brotzman oil painting were 
hung on the wall above the metal cabinets. The crucifix was slanted to the left. 

“Where’s the dead drop?” he asked his sister. 

“On the wall in front of us,” she replied. “We’re supposed to straighten one 
of them...” Her mind drew a blank. “...But I can’t remember which one.” 

Go figure, Harold thought. 

The painting, its frame and canvas slanted to the right, depicted the Jesus’ 
Crucifixion at Calvary. The cross, along with the posture that the Lord was in, 
formed an identical match to the steel crucifix hanging beside it. 

Halfrida nudged his arm with her elbow. “Did you copy that crucifix when 
you painted this?” she pointed at the painting and the crucifix. 

“No,” he swore, “I’ve never seen that crucifix in my whole life.” 

“Just kidding,” she gigeled. “I know you wouldn’t stoop that low. But that 
painting of yours...” She stroked her chin. “Don’t you think it looks a little off?” 

“Uh-huh.” Harold’s eyes narrowed. “It’s as if the Conspiracy has laid another 
trap for us. But here’s what I don’t get: why didn’t they take the intelligence 
Adelaide left for us?” 

“The answer to that question could be the skeleton key,” she guessed. 

Harold dug his hands into his pockets. “Who knows?” He advanced. “If I 
had to choose, Id straighten the crucifix.” 

“Any reason why?” Halfrida cocked her head to the side. 

“Because I have a feeling this room will blow up if we straighten the 
painting,” Harold explained. “I bet there’s an egg-shaped hand grenade with gray 
fuze cap behind it.” He straightened the crucifix. “There we go.” 

Three clicks reverberated inside the office. He and Halfrida looked at the 
clock mounted above the doorway. The small and little hands rotated 
counterclockwise from the twelve o’clock position three times. The hands 
stopped, again, at the twelve o’clock position. 

“The top of the hour,” Halfrida muttered. A wall panel next to the painting 
and the crucifix rolled upward. A laptop computer appeared inside hollowed-out 
wall. “That must be it.” She pointed. 
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Harold closed the monitor and picked it up. The wall panel rolled back down 
to hide the hollowed-out wall. The hands on the clock returned to the actual time. 
Both the painting and the crucifix reverted back to the same crooked positions. 

“Okay, I got the contents of the dead drop,” he told her. “What’s next?” 

“We abscond from this school,” she replied. “I think I now know who is 
behind the recent flu outbreak.” 

“A terrible time to be underestimating our enemies,” Harold said. 

The twins escaped from the office. 

2 KK 
(One week later) 

Harold, no longer crossdressing as his sister, was seated at the State 
Chancellor’s desk. He talked to Emperor Raynerson through the red telephone on 
his desk. Halfrida stood on his right, arms crossed. “Be honest with me,” he spoke 
into the handset, “Did you send a team of commandos to Neumann-Seton last 
Priday night?” 

Emperor Raynerson denied. “I have said this before and I will say it again, 
State Chancellor Brotzman: we did not.” 

“You know he’s lying right?” Halfrida whispered into his ear. 

After hearing minutes of denials, Harold hung up the phone. “Of course,” he 
told her, “Especially after the damage they caused that night.” He sighed. “Did the 
RGA step in to renovate the place over the weekend?” 

She nodded. “Not just over the weekend, but during the past few days. The 
Philadelphia Archdiocese is still reeling from the outbreak.” 

The doors of the State Chancellor’s office opened. Allison entered with a fat 
file of documents clutched around her arms. “This came straight from RGA High 
Command, you two.” 

“Thank you, dear.” Harold smiled. 

Halfrida went to the doors and closed them. “Are those the documents we 
recovered at Neumann-Seton, Allison?” She returned to Harold’s side. 

“Yes Halfrida.” Allison settled them on the desk, opening the file for Harold. 

A small sheet of paper was attached to the documents with a paperclip. 
Harold removed the sheet from the paperclip, handing the clip to Allison. He 
glanced at it. “What is this?” 

“Tt’s a printed transcript of a distress signal,” Allison replied. 

“Prom where?” Halfrida eyed Allison. 

“Some sort of listening post in Nebraska,” added Allison. “The details are 
sketchy, but it appears to be operated by someone named ‘McAlister.”’ She glided 
her finger along the text printed on the paper. “Take a look at this.” 

Harold leaned forward. Halfrida hunched over his shoulder. 

To all friendly forces back east, my name is McAlister, it declared. FYC are seizing the 
Listening post. Please bring the documents inside this laptop to the RGA. They are crucial to the 
survival of the GACSS. Hurry. End. 

“That isn’t a good sign,” Halfrida mused. “Allison, were there recent reports 
of such an attack on such an installation?” 


138 


THE DAWNING DAY 

Allison shook her head. “Everything’s over a month old, and so is this 
distress signal. Nobody knows where this place is, other than the fact that it’s 
somewhere in Nebraska.” 

“What about the documents?” Harold skimmed the stapled pages. Most of 
the texts were long paragraphs of gibberish. Random letters and numbers stringed 
together. The rest bored him. “Is this all we got?” 

“RGA Intelligence reported that the files got scrambled sometime last 
month,” Allison told him. “ 

Halfrida sighed. “What a shame.” 

“T know, right?” Harold agreed. 

“There was something we did glean from these papers.” Allison showed the 
twins a paragraph on the fifteenth page. A pair of latitude and longitude 
coordinates. “McAlister had a tracking chip implant installed. The implant records 
his vital signs and pulse rate. Pretty scary stuff.” 

An idea popped in Halfrida’s head. “If he had a tracking implant, we can 
trace the signal?” She voiced. 

“Fortunately for us, yes.” Allison pointed at another paragraph. “See these? It 
shows us how to triangulate or trace it. Intelligence did that and it brought them to 
the coordinates listed on this page.” 

Opening a desk drawer, Harold grabbed a yellow highlighter. He shaded the 
coordinates listed. “So is it possible that McAlister and others are still alive?” He 
eyed his secretary. 

“Until we have evidence to the contrary,” Halfrida replied. 

“Which we don’t,” Allison interjected. “You know how I said the tracking 
implant records his vitals? Assuming it’s working, he appears to be in good health. 
No signs of stress or abuse—so far, that is.” 

“Then the coordinates are the proof we need.” Halfrida snapped her fingers. 

Allison quipped, “Pretty much.” She logged on to Harold’s desk computer 
and opened up the internet browser. On the search bar, she typed in the 
coordinates, her head shifting between the bar and the coordinates. She pressed 
the enter key. 

The search results came up with images of an isolated plateau, perched along 
Rockies in Colorado. “As you both can see,” she told them, “Nothing’s here. It’s 
all mountain and forest.” 

“In that case,” Harold concluded, “They’re being held in the Dweller World.” 
He scooted from his chair and approached the wall to his right. The map of the 
Dweller World was still pinned to the wall. “Could you take a look at the map?” 
He gestured at Allison and Halfrida to gaze at the map alongside him. 

They followed him. Harold tilted his head at the two. “It’s somewhere 
around here?” He pointed at it, his finger making a circular motion around the 
general region. 

Allison guided his finger to the location in question. “Right there,” she said. 

“Venice,” Halfrida whistled, “Isn’t that the capital of one of the four former 
Dweller kingdoms that the PNU annexed?” 
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“Something like that,” Harold answered. 

“Your brother’s right,” Allison added. “We think there’s an internment camp 
full of POWs and political dissidents somewhere nearby.” She patted the twins’ 
shoulders. “Sounds like we got ourselves a rescue mission in the near future?” 

“Mote like, ‘my brother and I have another chore to do.” Halfrida grumbled, 
folding her arms. “Just when I thought we were going to have a peaceful white 
Christmas this year.” 

“Instead, we got a warlike black Christmas as always,” Harold chimed. “But 
hey, you enjoy killing Dwellers anyway, so what’s the problem?” 

“There’s nothing wrong with taking a break every now and then,” Halfrida 
retorted. “Am I right?” 

“Whichever the case is, both of you need to get to it.” She turned around and 
pointed at a clock on the other side of the room. The short hand was on the six 
o’clock position, the big hand a few minutes from the top of the hour. “For now, 
we better hurry to the Convention meeting downstairs.” 

The twins and Allison hurried out of the State Chancellor’s office. 
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Chapter Seventeen: Great Leaps Westward 


(Ryanite Chorus; December 12-19", 2014) 


“You are nothing. Y our neighbor is everything.” 
-Harold Brotzman 


mallet after evening prayers. The entire Convention directed their attention 

to him. “Good evening,” he said. “Tonight, we’re here to hear the latest 
reports from the frontlines of Brotzmanskrieg. Our topics: a recent report from 
Francis Leblanc, an update on the ‘Four-Year Plan’, Adelbu Commandant 
Schaffer’s good news, and a stimulating speech from the State Chancellor.” 

“Heck yeah!” Margaret rose from the right-hand bleachers and clapped. 

James, standing next to her, threw a fist in the air. “Catholic Identity first!” 

The rest of the Convention joined in unison. They were looking forward to 
hear what Harold had to say. Ulrich continued once everyone was seated again. 
“Let us begin first with Commissar Leblanc.” He motioned Leblanc to stand up. 
“Commissar, you have the floor.” 

“Thank you, Speaker Brotzman.” Francis Leblanc stood up ftom his seat at 
the metal bleacher in front of the cabinet platform. He held onto a short stack of 
papers with both hands. “I am proud to report to the Convention regarding my 
pet projects in the Dweller Coalition.” 

He addressed the student Representatives who were also RGA generals and 
officers on the two wooden bleachers between his. “Our Dweller puppet has 
agreed to pay for the cost of 1,400,000 RGA soldiers occupying their territories, 
from Mothers Den to Underworld. My advisors concluded it would cost them 
fifty million dollars per day.” 

Leblanc glanced at Harold. Harold stared back at him, elbows planted on the 
table, his right palm wrapped over his clenched left hand. Halfrida sat in the chair 
beside his, her arms crossed. The Plaidfabne stood beside them in all its plaid glory. 

“In addition, the Coalition’s economy pledged to provide us access to the 
vast Anomaly refineries and impressive arms factories in the Seven Sisters.” He 
shuffled to the next sheet in the stack of papers. “Every week, the refineries 
produced over eight hundred thousand kilograms of Anomalies harvested from 
out holdings in the Otherworld. For Anomaly production, we are competing with 
the Underground’s ten million kilograms per week.” 

He flipped the page. “With Seven Sisters under our control, RGA is halfway 
to breaking the backbone of the Independent Dweller Army. If both Setonburg 
and New Hope are retaken, the IDA may consider opting out of the war.” 

The Convention cheered and clapped in applause. Leblanc continued. “It gets 
even better.” He went to the next page. “Enemy resistance movements operating 
have finally been crushed. Our troops can now travel the road and rail tunnels 
without harassment by partisans. Therefore, I would like to make a special request, 
State Chancellor Brotzman.” 


¢ ousin Ulrich, as Speaker of the Convention, banged the gavel with his 
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Harold spoke into the microphone attached to the podium atop his table. 
“What do you have in mind, Commissar Leblanc?” 

“T wish to spread the Catholic faith to the Dweller World.” Leblanc folded 
the stack of papers and dumped them in his pocket. “Should we allow the bishops 
to start sending missionaries downstairs?” 

“Of course, I will consult Cardinal Wolk in the near future.” 

“Thank you, State Chancellor.” Leblanc sat down. Everyone clapped again. 

Ulrich banged the gavel three times. “Decision adjourned.” He addressed the 
Convention. “Next up is Representatives Henry MacDonald and Nadine Bianchi 
of Philadelphia. But sadly, both of them are under quarantine because of the 
recent outbreak. For that reason, Ms. Halfrida, you have the floor.” 

Halfrida stood up from her chair and spoke into the microphone at the 
podium. “The Four Year Plan had one purpose in mind: to make the Ryanite 
Secret School Economy secure autarky for GACSS. By pursuing self-sufficiency, 
we've halted further school closures and lawsuits for upholding the faith.” 

“Like Ronald Reagan, we had the common sense to stimulate our SSE and 
chop our schools’ tuition rates in half. Today, more and more youths have greater 
access to a Christ-centered Catholic Education than ever before.” 

“That also meant a colossal build up our ‘Arsenal of Evangelization.” 
Halfrida picked up a glass of water from the table and sipped it. “Our film, music, 
and entertainment industries are just as good as our secular competitors, if not 
superior. Those industries are attracting more to our faith and bolstering the 
resolve of the faithful.” 

“Because of us, GACSS is now free to pursuit its destiny as a loyal 
handmaiden of the Catholic Church!” Halfrida banged her fist on the podium. 
“Tonight, Representatives MacDonald and Bianchi wants pursue the next step in 
the Four Year Plan.” 

She and Harold looked at a sheet of paper the two Representatives had left 
on the podium. “‘Year Three’ calls for the inclusion of the nation’s Catholic 
colleges, seminaries, abbeys, and convents into our orbit. Should we decide to 
back them, we will cast our votes after the State Chancellor’s speech later tonight. 
Thank you.” 

The Brotzman twins were greeted with a shower of praise by the Convention. 
Halfrida slouched on her chair. She chugged the rest of the water from the glass. 

Ulrich banged the gavel three more time. “Decision adjourned.” The 
Convention fell silent again. “Commandant Schaffer was unable to be here 
tonight. He did, however, give us a proposal along with his report to the 
Convention.” 

From his podium, Cousin Ulrich read aloud a brief summary of Walther’s 
report. “Catholic Identity is under attack on a global scale. In many countries, 
growing numbers of Catholic schools are no longer ‘Catholic’ anymore, subverted 
and taken over by hostile forces.” 

Ulrich skimmed through a case study of a reputable Catholic high school in 
the Archdiocese of Tokyo. “A Japanese all-girl Catholic school no longer holds the 
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Mass, the Eucharist, or even Reconciliation. Instead, they have a few weak religion 
courses and a meager Liturgy held each month. Heretics are allying themselves 
with others to subvert its Catholic Identity. The faithful there are losing.” 

“To support our interests and allies in the Catholic School International, he 
requests further expansion of the Adelburgers from twenty divisions to thirty. 
New divisions will conduct operations throughout Real World. They will train and 
advise youths on applying the New Evangelization to their nations and subversion 
of hostile actors.” 

“Because this proposal goes outside the American bishops’ sphere of 
influence, I will leave the decision adjourned for after the State Chancellor’s 
speech.” Ulrich banged the gavel. “State Chancellor, you now have the floor.” 

2 KK 

Harold seized the floor. He rose up and adjusted the podium microphone 
towards him. For several minutes, he stood quiet, reciting his time-tested oratory 
techniques inside his head. Standing still in complete silence was one of them. He 
sniffed the air around him and intuited the atmosphere of his surroundings. 

‘Sustained silence is a virtuous bliss, he reflected. ‘In prayer, one sees the beauty this 
realm has to offer. In everyday life, one can change it for the better. Sweat poured from his 
combed hair. Several drops rolled down his forehead. 

The Convention grew worried for the State Chancellor. They exchanged 
muffled chatter among one another. 

‘Why aren’t you saying anything?” Halfrida whispered to her brother. 

He ignored her and tilted his chin down. The grandmaster orator within him 
knew better. “Gauging the mood of your surroundings is everything. He closed his eyes. 

Ulrich turned around and faced him. “Did you forget?” 

It’s time! The grandmaster orator commandeered Harold’s thoughts and 
words. His eyes flew open, his chin shot upward. Hypnotic and seductive, he 
tapped into the rhetorical talents coursing through the blood in his veins. 

“American Catholic Education is now on the precipice of a decisive battle,” 
Harold raved. “Our countless victories in this conflict have brought us to the 
Mississippi River, the Other-Mississippi, and the Waters of Rebirth!” 

“The first phase of my life is almost over. Much has been accomplished, 
others remain incomplete! Many Catholic schools across this land remain in hostile 
hands! Catholic Dwellers are still being persecuted as we speak! And the Remnants 
have yet to be reunited with the rest of the Church!” 

Everyone, including his sister and Cousin, fell into his rhetorical spell. His 
words penetrated them like a dagger through their tangoing hearts. They listened. 

Harold rocked from one side of the podium to another. “Yet the Allies 
persist and persist like a cancer that refuses to capitulate! And you dare to call 
yourselves Ryanites, Catholic youth worthy of that title?” 

“To safeguard the future of our work, we must strive for the impossible!” He 
wrapped his arms over his chest. “The coming months will be crucial ones in our 
war with the Allies. From 2012 to this year, enemy wat production was still low. 
But 2015 will mark massive growths in output. If there is any hope for victory, it 
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must be fought for now!” He held out his arms to the Convention and leaned 
against the table. 

“In these apocalyptic times, an old medieval family prayer comes to mind.” 
As if cold flames darted outward from his dark blue eyes, Harold’s facial 
expressions grew contorted. Memories of him and Halfrida praying it during their 
childhood years flooded his mind. The painful days he spent at parochial school. 

“Lord, guide me and my weapons of war. With them, I shall restore order to 
this world in chaos. With them, I shall do battle in this eternal struggle against the 
Gates of Hell. And with them, never again shall anyone be forced to wage 
another.” 

“Tet me be swift! Let me be decisive! Let me be triumphant!” His voice 
cracked with an intense rage. His face paled, his eyes bulged. ““Give me the resolve 
to conquer all who dares to trifle me! Judge me in accordance to the fame and 
honor of my deeds.” 

“In this very moment, let the Great Leaps Westward begin!” He held his 
lower arm close to his chest and swept it away from him. “And by Your Will 
alone, oh Lord, may GACSS reign over an era of lasting peace and prosperity! I 
am done with politics! I am ready for total war!” 

The Convention broke out in rancorous applause. Everything stood up, 
clapped and cheered him on. Some whistled. “Fame and honor,” everyone 
chanted in unison. 

“Unfaithful, we are nothing—devout, we are legion!’ Harold’s final words 
were drowned out by the hysterical cries that bathed him. Fervent devotion to 
God and Church engulfed the entire room, mobilizing the Convention with 
renewed ambition. 

2K KK 
(One week later) 

The Dweller World was made up of huge subterranean caverns connected to 
one another by road and rail tunnels. A few caverns, like the Waters of Rebirth, 
had entire sections completely underwater. The largest cavern spanned the entire 
breadth of the West Coast US, fifteen miles below the surface. 

From the deep waters of the Pacific Ocean, hundreds of merchant U-boats 
sailed through deep underwater tunnels to reach the cavern. They blew their 
ballast tanks and ascended to the surface of a vast pool of water bordering thirty 
Dweller cities along a subterranean coast. All flew red flags bearing the golden 
hammer and sickle. 

Concord Harbor, a city with a coexisting Ryanite and Dweller populace, was 
built east of San Francisco. The PNU annexed it after invading its former rulers a 
year earlier. From the gates of the harbor, an open-air double-decker tour bus 
traveled to all the scenic routes around the city. 

On the top deck, the Brotzman twins and their peers sat in the chairs. Clad in 
the olive drab fatigues of the Independent Dweller Army, they posed as Allied 
soldiers on leave. Like most Ryanites in the RGA, they invaded the enemy’s cities 
as war tourists, not liberators or conquerors. 
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The tour bus paraded on the cobblestone streets of the downtown atea. 
Gunfire erupted as the bus reached the intersection in front of October 
Revolution Park. Trees were planted behind the stone walls of the park. A large 
bronze statue of the PNU’s leader, Premier Chairman Andreas Ricci, adorned the 
park’s center. 

Margaret screamed. She covered her face with both hands and looked away. 

Harold, Halfrida and the others darted their heads around their surroundings. 
“What the hell?” Chandler shouted, pointing at the trees. 

The lifeless bodies of political dissidents swayed left and right like slabs of 
meat suspended on meat hooks at a slaughterhouse. Wooden placards were 
draped around their necks. The PNU’s secret state police had scribbled ‘Enemy of 
the State’ on each placard. 

Among the bodies was a blindfolded Catholic priest, struggling to free 
himself from the noose fastened around his clerical collar. He kicked his feet in 
the air, his hands pulling the tight noose away from his neck. “Please...help...!” 

A burst of bullets from behind ruptured his chest and head. Blood splattered 
from several exit wounds on his body. The priest tilted his chin down, his hands 
letting go of the noose. 

“Whoa, since when did the Catholic Church start sending ordained 
missionaries down here?” Hannelore pondered. 

“Ever since Francis Leblanc decided to spread the Catholic faith all over the 
Dweller World on his own initiative,” Harold responded. 

The bus driver stopped at a red light. A five-star hotel was situated to the left 
of the bus, the western entrance to the park on the right. Black vans were parked 
by the curbside in front of the concrete steps to the hotel building. Each had long 
antennae sticking out of their roofs. 

The bus’s position also gave the Brotzman twins a clear view of the base of 
the statue around the center of the park. Halfrida peered into her binoculars and 
zoomed in. A blindfolded dissident dropped to his knees in front of his 
executioner, an IDA commissar. Brandishing his handgun, he planted it at the 
back of the dissident’s head and pulled the trigger. 

Two gunshots rang out. The dissident fell flat on the concrete ground. The 
commissar kicked the body over with his jackboot and emptied his gun. 

Halfrida whistled. “That’s got to be a scene from Hell itself!” 

The traffic lights turned green. The tour bus proceeded away from the park. 

A tour guide walked up the steps to the front of upper deck. He walked up 
and down the aisle, handing out travel brochures to each of the ten. 

Drusilla waved a digital camera slung around her neck. She took a few selfies 
of herself. Lance and Hannelore gathered at her seat. “Say ‘better dead than red!”” 
She told the two. The three smiled as the camera flashed them. 

The bus arrived at Red Square. A mural of Karl Marx, Friedrich Engels, 
Vladimir Lenin and Josef Stalin was painted on a billboard atop the roof of the 
People’s Assembly Hall. Drusilla snapped a photo of it before the bus drove off. 


145 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

Walther tilted his head at the apartment blocks on his right. Black vans 
offloaded bands of paramilitary political gangsters at the front entrance of one 
building. Armed with tommy guns, the thugs stormed the building. Gunfire 
echoed from inside. 

He shook his head in disapproval. “They may seem happy to see us, but deep 
down, they are all miserable wretches.” He tapped on his wife’s shoulder and 
pointed at the scenery. 

“Ja.” Isolde nodded. “It’s like they want Capitalism to come back.” 

The tour guide returned to the front, picked up a microphone, and spoke 
into it. “The People’s Northwestern Union is the vanguard of the Communist 
cause in the Dweller World,” he declared. “Tireless in his devotion to the ideals of 
Marx and Engels, Premier Chairman Andreas Ricci believes that every man, 
woman, and child should have an equal share of wealth. Nobody should be 
allowed to excel far greater than another.” 

Pounding his chest, he parroted the party line. “Everyone should not be 
forced to be poor, hungry, or oppressed! The workers of the Dweller World must 
unite against the Capitalist bowrgeorsie on the surface!” 

The traffic lights turned from green to red. The tour bus stopped at the 
intersection. A column of identical four-door sedans clunked across the other road 
at a dead-slow pace. Each hauled its engine, a cumbersome wood gas generator 
mounted on a trailer, behind the trunk. Bulky metal tubes connected the cars’ 
transmission to the engines. 

Even with the lights in front of the bus already back to green, the cars still 
blocked the road. The lights returned to red after the last car had passed. “The 
State is like the people’s mother and father,” the tour guide said to the ten 
Ryanites. “They keep us safe from all harm.” 

“If the PNU were my parents, ’d run away from home just like Virgil.” 
Lance’s arms dangled on the backrests of the twins’ seats. He leaned his head 
between Harold’s and Halfrida’s and mocked the tour guide’s voice. “Apart from 
sexual intercourse due to boredom, another pastime is making Roman Catholics— 
true Christians—get on their damn knees.” 

“Do they even have leisure time?” Harold whispered back. “There’s nothing 
interesting atound here!” 

“*That’s because there isn’t.” Halfrida snickered. “As for us, we’re enemies of 
their State. PNU likes to think the Catholic Church is a tiny nation state 
pretending to be a religion.” 

The tour guide boasted. “I am proud to say that more Americans are 
sympathetic to our global struggle against the Capitalist bourgeoisie. Marxism is all 
the rage among their military brass and universities.” He smiled. “But none is 
more promising than American Catholic Education. The Ryanites would have 
gone Communist, had it not been for those Neo-Nazis in Philadelphia.” 

“Your names travel far, even in the Dweller World,” Lance said to the twins. 

“The truth—not so much,” Halfrida replied. 
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His tone shifted into a disdainful one. “This fascist industrialist family, 
Brotzman, have always been hardline anti-Communists since the Weimar 
Republic. A family of 44 officers, they exploited the German Proletariat in Hitlet’s 
deranged quest to make Germany great again.” 

Without warning, Harold raised his hand. 

The tour guide pointed his finger at him. “You there,” he said, “What would 
you like to say?” 

“How are the Brotzmans ‘Neo-Nazis?’?” Harold asked him. “I’m sure there 
are some, but what about Harold, Halfrida, or Ulrich?” 

“T don’t know who this ‘Father Leonard’ is,” he told Harold. “The other 
three are closet White supremacists who favor segregation of the races. Why is it 
that the classrooms of the GACSS have more white people than people of color? 
Don’t they realize that a growing number of American Catholics ate non-white?” 

What a load of crap! Harold debated him. “I heard GACSS was inclusive of all 
Catholics regardless of their race or nation. Their ‘Bureau of Religion and 
Enrollment’ helps Notre Dame’s ‘Alliance for Catholic Education’ offer Hispanic 
American Catholics access to quality parochial schooling. Their investments in the 
‘Cristo Rey Network’ help millions of Catholic teens pay for their high school 
education. Not just Americans—all Catholic youth apply.” 

“Comrade, that’s what the Brotzman regime wants you to believe!” 

“If they hated other races, why did they make films about saints from so 
many different lands?” Harold continued. “Why let American Catholic TV 
networks such as EWTN or CatholicTV broadcast them? Why let foreign Catholic 
youths, like those from Catholic nations such as Mexico or the Philippines, cherish 
their traditions in the Ryanite capital? And why would they support a global 
struggle to spread the Gospels to all nations?” 

Dumbfounded, the tour guide stood silent. “I suppose, even as Allies, we can 
all agree to disagree.” 

Halfrida whispered into her brother’s ear. “Once we’re done with this tour, 
let’s head to the five-star hotel building across from October Park. Our contact 
should be waiting for us there. He’ll take us straight to the gulag outside the city.” 

Harold whispered back, “That would be wise.”’ He nodded. 
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Chapter Eighteen: Heroes Of Catholic Education 


(Ryanite Chorus; December 21*-23"", 2015) 


“Let tonight be a warning to any RGA officers planning to cross us and defy orders.” 
-Halfrida Brotzman 


to coincide with the advent of nightfall on the surface. The group of ten 

sailed up a stream on a rubber raft. Hot and humid as hell, a dense jungle 
surrounded them from all directions. Animals howled and insects chirped in the 
distance. Birds flew above them. 

Clad in their Fackeltrager suits and matching fatigue caps, they had painted 
their faces in green, white, and blue tiger stripes—the personification of the 
mystifying “Heroes of Catholic Education’ in Ryanite propaganda. Tonight and 
tomorrow night gave them a perfect opportunity to earn that title. 

Everyone except Chandler had their main weapon equipped with a silencer 
and flash suppresser. Chandler’s deafening MG42 was replaced with an MG34 
sporting a telescopic sight, forward grip, and a fifty round drum magazine. 

Walther scanned the area ahead of the raft with a pair of binoculars. The 
built-in night vision switched on, he spotted four PNU soldiers at a wooden pier 
on the right-hand riverbank. A lantern was mounted on a stake next to the four. 

The soldiers wielded M1 Garand rifles. The first one lit a cigarette. The 
second sat on a wooden crate. The third drank a glass bottle of soda. And the 
fourth tossed rocks into the streams, the rocks bouncing on the water before they 
sank to the bottom. 

Putting his binoculars away, Walther turned around and faced Harold and 
Halfrida. He pointed the index and middle fingers on his right hand at his sapphire 
eyes and held up four fingers. He gestured in the general direction of the soldiers 
he saw at the pier. 

The Brotzman twins nodded their heads. They turned their heads and torsos 
around and faced Isolde. Isolde squatted in the rear of the raft, steering the silent 
engine. Harold and Halfrida held up the palms of their hands, ordering her to cut 
the raft’s engine. 

Isolde shut off the engine. She pointed at the dirt road on everyone’s right 
flank. A truck rolled up an inclined slope, passed the soldiers positioned at the 
pier, and crossed a bridge further upstream. A steep hill stood by the left-hand 
riverbank. The hill provided a good view of the gulag. 

Halfrida scanned it with her binoculars. She tapped on Virgil’s shoulder and 
pointed at the summit. Virgil grinned. 

Lance reached into his satchel to give everyone a box of male condoms. 
Along with one male condom, he also saved a special female condom for 
Chandler, snickering. 

Hannelore smacked Lance’s mouth with her hand. She shook her head. 

Margaret tilted her chin down and sighed. 


T he powerful ceiling lights above the gulag east of Concord Harbor dimmed 
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Drusilla shrugged his shoulders, taking one from Lance. 

With the condoms, everyone wrapped them over the silencers of their 
handguns and rifles. Chandler covered his S&W Model 39 and inserted his 
second—the female condom-into the barrel of his MG34. 

The Heroes disembarked the raft. The raft drifted downstream. The muddy 
water up to their necks, the ten swam to the tall reeds that ran up and down the 
riverbanks. Harold held up his right index and middle fingers together and swung 
them around counterclockwise. Halfrida and the others rallied around him as he 
traveled in the left-hand bank. 

The depth of the muddy water lowered the closer they got to the reeds. 
When they reached the reeds, the depth was down to their knees. The reeds 
concealed their presence to the enemies positioned at the pier. Beyond the reeds, 
they stopped at a dirt path. The path was a straightforward path to a guardhouse 
next to the bridge up ahead. 

Chandler tapped on Harold’s shoulder. Harold turned to him. Chandler 
pointed at his eyes and held up two fingers. He pointed at everyone’s left flank. 

Harold nodded. He responded with the ‘OK’ hand gesture. Addressing the 
others, he clenched his left fist and moved it up and down, his dominant hand 
pointing at the foliage up ahead. 

Everyone stood up and hurried to the foliage. Harold followed them. Leaves 
crackled. Bushes rustled. Birds flew away. Jackboot impressions left on the ditt. 

Two enemy sentries patrolled the dirt path. They carried Thompson 
submachine guns chatted in front of an overturned log covered with Tree Caviar 
mushrooms and other fungi. One of the soldiers stopped in front of the Heroes to 
light a cigarette. 

The other soldier stopped. “What did the gulag used to be before we camer” 

The smoker exhaled. He held his cigarette between his index and middle 
fingers. “I think...it used to be a shoe factory or something. By the way, I hear 
that some RGA generals are coming over tomorrow night.” 

“Where did you hear thatr” the second pulled out his canteen and sipped on 
some filtered rainwater. 

“Comrade Commissar O’Farrell,” the smoker replied. 

The Heroes cocked their weapons, fingers on the trigger. They waited for 
Harold to give them the signal to open fire. 

Harold held up his left hand and shook his left hand. He pulled out his 
combat knife. His fingers wrapped around the handle, he gestured his sister to do 
the same. Halfrida brandished hers. 

The Brotzman twins emerged from a bush and crept up to the other sentry 
from behind. The two sentries continued their conversation, unaware of the twins’ 
presence. Halfrida went after the smoker, Harold targeted the other. 

“That prison inmate, the one from Nebraska, looked pretty bad,” the smoker 
spoke. He inhaled the tobacco smoke into his lungs. 

Harold stepped on a puddle. Water splashed on his leather jackboot. 

“Did you hear something?” the other asked. 
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Together, the twins grabbed the two sentries from behind. The sentries 
struggled to break free from their grasp. Harold and Halfrida slit their throats with 
their combat knives and dropped their victims to the ground. 

Crouching, Harold turned around, held up the back of his hand and 
motioned the others to advance past him and his sister. Halfrida pointed at the 
summit of the hill past the guardhouse. She and Harold dropped their victims to 
the ground and dragged them away from the dirt path. The others ran past them. 

A few muffled gunshots broke out nearby. The others dispatched a few 
guards posted near the guardhouse before proceeding to the summit of the hill. 
With the bodies disposed of, Harold and Halfrida joined them soon after. 

2 KK 
(One day later) 

The gulag held hundreds of RGA soldiers and political prisoners captive 
beyond its barbed wire fences. Wooden guard towers armed fixed machine guns 
strobed their searchlights around the perimeter. 

The PNU sentries rounded up the dissidents and the POWs to the center of 
camp. They herded them the center of the gulag grounds. 

In front of them was a stage full of well-dressed RGA generals in uniform 
and Communist politicians in two-piece Armani suits. The generals were the 
original commanding officers of RGA 6 Army prior to its surrender at 
Setonburg. The politicians seated next to them were former members of the 
Ryanite Communist Vanguard (RCV), a party that once vied for dominance in 
America’s Catholic schools GACSS. 

Field Marshal Frederick Paulsen presided behind the podium. A Republic 
ensign draped the podium. The large sign over his head read ‘National Committee 
for a Communist America’ in German gothic blackletter. 

“Yes, that is right,’ he spoke into the speakers on the podium. “State 
Chancellor promoted me ‘Field Marshall’ hours before our surrender. You know 
what? Because he expected me of all people to kill myself!” 

None of his subordinates listened. They still had faith in the successes of 
their Ryanite brethren. 

Paulsen argued. “You must understand that Communism is a great system 
about to be implemented in the United States. The Democrats and the 
Republicans don’t know what the hell they’re doing these days!” He pounded on 
the podium. “We, the NCCA, stand united with the People’s Northwestern Union 
to liberate the American people.” 

The POWs and the dissidents bowed Paulsen. The prison guards fired their 
M1 Garand rifles in the rifle. For every eight shots, an M1 Garand pinged. 

“There’s nothing with Communism,” he exhorted. “There is nothing wrong 
with long bread lines, reeducation labor camps, and gulags like this one. Americans 
don’t know what it’s like to be poor, to live in a low-income neighborhood or be 
homeless. The US economy is not coming back under President Wolff and the 
Republicans.” 
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“It’s been a nightmare!” Paulsen held up his hands in the air. “Yes, my wife 
and I embezzled millions from our Catholic high school to fund the RCP, but 
that’s not a big deal. We can’t live in a Communist utopia if there’s any freedom. 
All conservatives, all liberals are Neo-Nazis! They don’t deserve to live!” 

The prisoners grew agitated. The guards shot several of them to intimidate 
the rest into submission. 

Paulsen continued. “And once we overthrow the Republicans, we’re going to 
take away the American people’s guns and have our way with them!” 

Unbeknownst to everyone inside the gulag, Virgil Sapienti had the rogue 
Field Marshall under his crosshairs. Over a hundred yards away, Virgil laid flat on 
belly, the forend of his SVD Dragunov leaning on a fallen log. “Got Friedrich 
Paulus...er, Frederick Paulsen, in my sights, State Chancellor,’ he told Harold. 
“T’m ready to blow this dude’s head off.” 

Harold and his sister were crouched behind a thick bush next to Virgil. 
Halfrida leaned forward, looking through her binoculars. “You got a clear shot 
from here, Virgil,” she said. “It’s impossible to miss from this distance.” 

“Am I cleared to shoot?” Virgil turned his head toward the Brotzman twins. 

“You are clear to engage,” Halfrida replied. 

Virgil looked into his scope. “It’s about time.” He wrapped his finger around 
the trigger and pulled it. A gunshot hissed. A bullet ruptured the skull of General 
Paulsen. Two more shots fired. Both went through his eye sockets. “Dead.” 

The gulag’s alarms went off. Harold stood up and launched a red flare into 
the cavern ceiling. “Watch your fire around the POWs,” he told the others. 

“And no stray shots!” Halfrida added. 

The Lovers rushed out of the foliage, guns blazing. Chandler, Margaret, 
Drusilla Harold did the same. Virgil stayed behind to snipe the other traitors on 
the stage. Halfrida turned to Lance and Hannelore, crouching behind the bush on 
her right. 

“Virgil will cover us from here,” she told them. “Harold and the rest of us 
will round up the prisoners and we'll all extract once Representative Accardo visits 
the camp in an Opel Blitz.” 

“Where are we talking theme” Lance asked her. 

Virgil shot another defected RGA general. “This is two easy.” 

Halfrida continued. “There’s a train station somewhere east of the gulag. 
Representative Accardo and a detachment of Leibgarde have hijacked an armored 
train for us. That’s how we’re going to escape the PNU with the POWs and the 
political dissidents.” 

“So you want us to look for Chandler’s late friend?” Hannelore pondered. 

“Correct.” Halfrida nodded. “The subdermal’s last known position, before 
going offline three days ago, was at the gulag clinic. I’d search there.” 

“Okay,” Hannelore replied. 

Gunfire erupted beyond the gulag walls. Harold and others were engaging the 
prison guards. “We don’t have all night,” Halfrida warned. “Hurry up before the 
PNU sends in MAFVs and A-Wings from Concord Harbot.” 
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2K KK 

In the gulag, Hannelore and Lance bolted past two-story concrete barracks 
reserved for the inmates. The gunfire had already subsided. The doors on their left 
and right swung open as hundreds fled the buildings with their belongings in hand. 
The inmates fled past the two to the entrance on the other side of the gulag. 

They rushed to the steel doors of the gulag’s infirmary. Both doors were 
locked from the inside by the medical staff. Hannelore took off her satchel and set 
it on the ground, retrieving moldable blocks of C4 plastic explosive charges. She 
handed some of the blocks to Lance. 

Planting the charges on the doors, they rigged them to blow on a fifteen 
second timer. As the timers counted down, Lance and Hannelore sprinted away to 
a barracks not far from the infirmary. 

The C4 detonated. The doors, their hinges blown off, tumbled down on the 
asphalt outside the infirmary. They returned to the doorway, tossed flashbang 
grenades, and lingered outside. The flashbangs exploded. A woman screamed. 
They rushed in. 

A doctor in a white coat stood beside the front desk, a female nurse behind 
the desk. Eyes blinded, ears ringing, both stumbled on their feet. In the confusion, 
the doctor reached for his handgun and fired several rounds in the general 
direction of the doorway. All of his shots missed. 

Lance rolled to the side and gunned him down. “Target down.” 

Another white-coated doctor stormed out of the hallway next to the nurse. 
Holding his handgun sideways, he emptied his gun at Lance. Most of his shots 
ricocheted on the wall. One shot managed to hit Lance’s torso, his Fackeltriger 
suit absorbing the impact, the bullet disintegrating. 

As the second doctor reloaded, Lance pumped him full of bullets. He yanked 
out the empty clip on his G43 semi-auto rifle and replaced it with a loaded one. 
“Pm moving, Germania. Watch my back!” He blitzed toward the dead doctors and 
entered a hallway past the front desk. 

“You got it, Siegfried,” Hannelore replied. 

The nurse, her vision restored, opened a desk drawer to retrieve her handgun. 

Hannelore shot a warning shot. A NATO 7.62mm round punctured the wall 
above the nurse’s ear. The nurse screamed as Hannelore pointed her M14 rifle at 
the nurse. “Don’t shoot!” the nurse pleaded. “I surrender!” 

“Step away from the desk!” Hannelore shouted. 

The nurse complied. She stood in front of the desk. 

“Put your hands behind your head!” Hannelore pointed at the floor. “Get 
down on the floor now!” 

The nurse refused. She shook her head. 

In response, Hannelore clubbed her head with the Kevlar butt of her rifle. 
The force she exerted was enough to knock the nurse to the floor. With the nurse 
on the ground, she squatted down and handcuffed her. 

“What ate you doing?” The nurse tilted her head to the right. “You got it all 
wrong. I’m not the enemy.” 
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“That’s what the commies teaching you college kids?” Hannelore asked. 

Meanwhile, Lance ran through a long, narrow hallway of closed, locked 
doors. He paid no attention to them; the open doorway at the other end of the 
hall was his target. The doorway led to the spiraling metal staircase that went 
downstairs. An elevator stood next to the doorway. Lance traveled down the steps. 

At the bottom, the air was cooler than the humid jungle outside the gulag. A 
wooden door stood in front of him. He kicked it down and tossed another 
flashbang grenade into the doorway and stepped away from the doorway. The 
grenade exploded. A man screamed at the top of his lungs. Lance went inside. 

Past the doorway, Lance discovered the infirmary’s morgue. A white coated 
coroner was operating on a cadaver, a recently deceased inmate. Lance wasted 
him. The coroner staggered a few paces before falling to the ground, dead. 

From the doorway, Lance discovered a wall of stainless steel storage 
chambers on his right. He went up to it. All but one chamber displayed a green 
light on their metal hatches, indicating they were empty. 

Turning the metal handle on the occupied one clockwise, he opened the 
hatch and pulled back the gurney. An olive drab body bag lay atop the gurney. He 
unzipped it, revealing a lifeless cadaver. 

The corpse looked emaciated and covered in scarred whip marks, third- 
degree burn scars, and bullet holes from head to toe. The face resembled Marcus 
McAlister’s. On the right foot, a toe tag was wrapped around the big toe. Lance 
cut the string around the toe and grabbed the toe tag. 

The name written on the tag confirmed his suspicions. “It was nice being 
friends and all, Marcus,” Lance spoke to Marcus’ corpse. “Chandler and I will see 
you again in the afterlife.” 

Footsteps echoed near the doorway outside the morgue. His G43 slung over 
his neck, empty, Lance went for his Walther P38 handgun. He waved the gun at 
Hannelore as she waltzed in, firing a shot at her. 

Hannelore ducked to dodge the bullet. “Be careful where you’re pointing 
that,” she yelled. “You could’ve shot me, dammit!” 

“Sorry!” Lance holstered his gun. 

“So this is Marcus, huh?” Hannelore approached the body and stood on the 
right side of the gurney. 

“This has to be him,” he told her. “The subdermal implant was last active 
here, according to Halfrida. And there was only body stored here, aside from the 
other over there.” He gestured at the one resting on the operating table. 

“Poor bastard,” she said, eyes staring at Marcus’ pale, stiff face. “Chandler’s 
worse fear is now a reality.” She tilted her rosy chin up and glared at Lance. “We 
should’ve have gotten here a lot sooner than this.” 

“What difference would that make?” Lance argued. “You’ve seen how 
barbaric these Communist animals treat the other POWs and dissidents! Marcus 
was going to die here when the FYC captured and handed him over to the PNU.” 
He clenched his fists. “But damn, if those damn FYC guys are still colluding with 
the PNU at this point, then they’re not ‘Christians’ in my eyes!” 
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“You make a good point.” Hannelore nodded. 

Lance handed her his smartphone. “Take this. We'll need to use 
‘HippoSearch 2014 in order to recover whatever intel Marcus managed to save. It 
should be inside his subdermal implant —a fake molar imbued with the Hippo 
Anomaly.” He whipped out his ACP detector and switched on his Fulton 
flashlight. He opened the sterile, embalmed jaws and shined the Fulton’s light into 
the mouth. With his ACP detector, he waved it from left to right. 

On the right side of the lower jaw, Lance’s ACP detector clicked and 
vibrated. A Hippo Anomaly storing the information was embedded in a 
transparent nanochip attached to Marcus’ gum line. “I found it, Hannelore.” 

Hannelore switched his smartphone on. The phone ran the HippoSearch 
2014 app. An account under Marcus’ name appeared onscreen. Hannelore pushed 
it and downloaded all of its contents to Lance’s phone. A blank bar emerged on 
the screen, slowly filling up with a blue-colored hue. The process lasted five 
minutes. “That was quick...I guess.” 

“At least we retrieved the information before the Allies or the Conspiracy 
could.” Lance zipped up the body bag and closed the hatch, pushing the gurney 
forward. He brandished his rifle. “Let’s get out of here.” 

“This is going to be a nightmare for Chandler,” Hannelore voiced. 

“IT know,” Lance said. “There’s going to be a lot of explaining on our part 
when Chandler visits Marcus’ mom in Iowa.” 

They jogged out of the morgue. An explosion occurred at the gulag’s 
generator, causing a power outage. The power outage caused a blackout in the 
morgue, shutting off the lights and the refrigerated storage units. 

2K 
(Three days later) 

Plaidstadt was devoid of life during the morning hours of Christmas Day. Its 
office workers, Civil Guard members and Adelburger sentries were on paid leave 
with their families somewhere. A tranquil silence pervaded the old school 
building’s halls and offices. On the third floor central wing, at the elevator lobby 
across the hall from the State Chancellor’s office, the elevator doors opened. 

Cousin Ulrich, clad in a tuxedo, stepped out of the elevator car. He took a 
deep breath and exhaled. The place gets spooky whenever no one’s around, he thought. He 
took a switchblade from his pocket and whipped out a comb. With the improvised 
switchblade, he combed back his ash blonde hair. 

The elevator doors closed as he strolled to the hallway on the left-hand side. 
He walked up to the sturdy wooden doors of the State Chancellor’s office. 
Looking over both shoulders, he pulled out his cousin’s skeleton key. What did it 
take for you to get something like this made, Harold? He pondered to himself. 

Ulrich unlocked the right-hand door. The door unlocked, he turned the door 
handle and pushed the door forward. He slammed the door shut behind him, his 
left hand locking it from the inside. 

Christmas Day was unlike any other day. Harold was not seated in the leather 
chait behind the State Chancellor’s desk, Halfrida hovering next to him with a 
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stern face. In their place were two lifelike mannequins in the lifeless of Harold and 
Halfrida, clad in Bishop Dowell uniforms. Made of silicon, the mannequins 
mimicked every small, minute detail of the Brotzman twins. 

A vast atray of booby traps accompanied the mannequins, designed to maim 
or kill would-be burglars, terrorists, and spies. Allison and the others working at 
Plaidstadt established them prior to their departure on Christmas Eve. 

Somewhere, a recording of Harold’s voice played. “Hello, if you are listening 
to this, but we’re gathered here today to witness your funeral.” 

“That’s right, Harold,” Halfrida’s voice said. “Good kids take their D-VIII.” 

“T don’t think encouraging recreation drug use sends good signals to people.” 

“Neither does rigging our office to a boatload of booby traps.” 

“Then again, that is a fair point.” 

Silicon Harold and Silicon Halfrida wielded detonators in their hands. Packs 
of C4 explosive charges and bundles of stick grenades were strapped to their gray 
sweater vests with matching colored duct tape. 

“But yeah, we’re strapped to blow!” Halfrida’s voice blared behind the 
mannequin bearing her likeness. “God promised Harold and me twenty-two 
Valkyries in Heaven. He literally told us, I swear! So...leave if you want to live!” 

The joys of Continuity of Government are at hand. Ulrich stood still and took his 
time surveying the room for other booby trap inside the room. 

On normal days, two oak-furnished chairs stood in front of the desk, the 
seats facing the State Chancellor and his shadow successor. Nobody sat in the 
chairs. Instead, a third chair stood between them, a third mannequin seated. 

A mannequin in the likeness of Cousin Ulrich sat on the third chair. It carried 
a Mossberg 500 pump action shotgun. 

AMA, hello me. Ulrich laughed at the mannequin. His chin tilted downward, he 
spotted a tripwire stretching across the walls between the office doors. The 
tripwires ran along the walls to a pulley mounted on the ceiling, the pulley itself 
connected to the mannequin sitting on the chair. 

Ulrich picked up his feet and placed them on the other side of the tripwire. 
His feet were inches away from triggering one of three pressure plates set up in 
front of the Persian rug. The pressure plates were connected to a bouquet of egg- 
shaped hand grenades dangling from the ceiling. He moved his feet away from the 
pressure plates and advanced to the right side of the room. 

Two Harold Brotzman oil paintings adorned the wall. Both paintings were 
slanted to the side by Allison and the others. An oak-furnished console table lined 
the wall, situated between the two paintings. A modern printer stood atop the 
console table inside a glass box behind a Gateman SB740 electronic biometric 
keypad lock. Without warning, the printer spat out several pages of a faxed expose 
from the People’s Northwestern Union paper, October Revolution. 

The skeleton key in Ulrich’s hand was not designed to unlock the glass box; 
his index finger was enough to suffice. For the keypad, however, the Brotzman 
twins kept the code inside a military-grade wall safe behind one of the paintings. 
Okay, this is going a littl overboard. He sighed and walked up to each painting. 
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The painting on the left featured a gory and graphic depiction of Jesus’ 
crucifixion on atop Calvary or Golgotha in bright, warm colors. It heralded the 
death of Jesus as a triumphant victory against the forces of darkness looming 
overhead in the background. 

The painting on the right depicted the resurrection. In it, three women visit 
the tomb where the Lord was buried. Jesus was missing, having risen on the third 
day. Instead, they found two angels, informing them that Jesus has risen from the 
dead. The expressions on the women’s faces conveyed shock, disbelief, and 
astonishment. 

Standing in front of the printer, Ulrich paid brief glances between the two 
paintings. The paintings acted as crucial hints. Unsure, he made the sign of the 
cross and prayed to St. Baldomer, the Catholic patron saint of locksmiths. Minutes 
of discernment brought Ulrich to approach the painting on the left. He 
straightened it. 

The painting straightened, it opened itself to reveal a retinal biometric wall 
safe. Ulrich looked into the scanner as the safe scanned his eyes from left to right. 
The safe beeped in Morse code, congratulating him for not choosing the other 
painting. The safe opened its door, revealing a slip of paper. Ulrich grabbed it and 
hurried back to the glass box. 

He pulled up the plastic cover. The pin pads glowed bright blue. He pressed 
his finger on the biometric pad, the device’s RFID (radio-frequency identification) 
scanner recognizing his identity. He punched in ‘1933’ on the pin pad and opened 
the glass box to retrieve the printed documents. 

Apart from the recent headline articles of his cousin’s exploits outside of 
Concord Harbor, a message was discovered among the sheets. One of them, dated 
five years ago, came from a different newspaper outlet, Concord Harbor Times. The 
page in question pertained to the grand opening of a train station several miles east 
of the gulag outside the city. 

The word ‘Kregswirdschaff was painted on the page in German gothic 
blackletter. ““War economy’...,” Ulrich muttered under his throat. “Ah, so they 
made it out of the PNU.” He smiled. 
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Part Three: Kriegswirdschaft 


(War Economy) 
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THE DAWNING DAY 
Chapter Nineteen: Press Forward, Fear Nothing 


(Ryanite Chorus; January 17-23", 2015) 


“Press forward and fear nothing’, as St. Catherine Drexel once said.” 
-Chandler Daniel Martinsen 


Green sashes, adorned with various badges, draped over their chests. The 
girls were sisters, born a year apart from each other. The older sister 
pushed the doorbell. The doorbell chimed throughout the Brotzman twins’ house. 

A ted steel wagon full of cookies was left at the foot of the front porch. The 
boxes of cookies were arranged like a pyramid. A lone box of Thin Mints formed 
the top of the pyramid. It was the only one among several different kinds. 

“Joan, why do we have to start here of all places?” the younger sister shivered 
in the cold. 

“What ate you complaining about now, Delaney?” Joan yawned. 

“You've heard the stories about those two,” Delaney said. “Theyre nothing 
but bad news.” 

“Where'd you hear that?” Joan chuckled. “A crackpot conspiracy theorist?” 

“No, ftom the people who live between our house and the Brotzmans.” 
Delaney pointed at the houses on their left. “Harold and Halfrida aren’t like most 
kids.” She quavered at the thought of stories about the twins’ family. “No!” She 
closed her eyes and covered them with both hands.” 

Joan cocked her head to the side. “What’s gotten into your” 

“Don’t you understand?” Delaney spoke in a hysterical voice. “The 
Brotzmans fund neo-Nazi and neo-Fascist causes around the globe! They 
especially hate America and want to destroy it from within through racial chaos 
and sectarian violence!” 

“You listen to the weirdest people sometimes, you know that?” Joan teased 
Delaney. “Don’t you realize that you mustn’t judge those unless you want to be 
judged?” She consoled her sister. “There, there.” 

Beyond the doorway, Halftida leaned her back against a wall between the 
door and a nearby window. She loaded two 12 Gauge shells into a Winchester 
Model 1200 pump-action shotgun. “Two burglars are standing outside the door, 
Harold.” She made the sign of the cross and braced herself. 

Harold, his hand wrapped around the doorknob, shook his head at her. “Not 
everything in life can be solved with a gun,” he reminded his sister. “Put it away.” 

“No,” she refused, “I can’t do that.” 

“They’re just two Girl Scouts selling cookies.” He double-checked by looking 
into the peephole. “Like I said, those two girls, Joan and Delaney, live several 
doors down from us. Why would they want to burglarize this house? All we want 
from them is a hidden message inside that one box of Thin Mints.” 

“That’s even worse,” Halfrida lamented. “The Girl Scouts have changed a lot 
since their foundress created the youth organization.” She pulled the wooden 


T wo Girl Scouts stood on the front porch of the Brotzman twins’ house. 
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forend of the Winchester back. “They have become sympathetic to left-wing 
causes, like being pro-choice for Planned Parenthood. No Catholic, much less a 
Ryanite, should be associated with baby killers.” 

“What good will come from you murdering those two?” Harold questioned. 
“All life is sacred, Halfrida. Try pulling the wooden beam out of your eye first 
before criticizing the splinter in theirs.” 

“That’s a moot point.” She cracked a smile. “But you know what? I’m glad 
the bishops are now cutting ties with the Girl Scouts.” She released her finger 
from the trigger. “To me, it’s a step in the right direction.” 

“Phew.” Harold breathed a sigh of relief as he opened the door. “Good 
morning, Joan and Delaney,” he greeted. 

Halfrida leaned the Winchester on the wall and joined Harold at the doorway. 
Arms crossed, she remained silent and let Harold do all the talking for her. 

“Morning,” Joan and Delaney greeted the twins, “Would you like to buy 
some cookies from us?” 

“Sure.” Harold whipped out his wallet and gave the two girls a ten dollar bill. 
“Tl take that box of Thin Mints.” He pointed his finger at it. 

Joan took the money from Harold’s hand. “Okay.” 

“Keep the change,” Halfrida told her. 

“Are you sure?” Joan’s eyebrows rose. 

“You need the money more than we do,” Halfrida said. 

“Thank you.” Joan whispered to Delaney. Her sister hesitated, defiant in her 
refusal to give the Brotzmans a box of cookies. “You heard him. Just give them 
what they asked.” 

“Whatever.” Delaney sighed. She walked down the porch steps and took the 
box of Thin Mints. She handed it to Harold. “There you go,” she spoke in a 
nonchalant voice. She turned to Joan. “Can we go now? I’m tired of this waiting.” 

Halfrida slammed the door shut and locked it. ““Gosh, I hate those two!’ She 
gazed at the box in Harold’s hands. “Never mind that, let’s open the box at the 
breakfast table.” 

The twins rushed through the living room and ran into the kitchen. They 
settled the box of Thin Mints on the breakfast table. Harold peeled off the flaps 
on the bottom of the box. A small fortune cookie, wrapped in plastic, fell on the 
table. A pile of chocolate-covered cookies followed. 

The fortune cookie aroused Halfrida’s suspicion. “Look what we have here.” 
She held it over the breakfast table with two fingers on each hand. “Since when 
did the Girl Scouts start including Chinese fortune cookies in each of their 
boxes?” She turned to her brother. 

Chinese? Harold pondered in his head. “I thought fortune cookies are 
Japanese,” he voiced. 

“Not important.” Halfrida tore the plastic wrapping, dumped the fortune 
cookie on her left hand and broke it in half. Like any ordinary fortune cookie, this 
one came with a tiny piece of paper. Instead of finding vague messages and lucky 
lottery numbers, a phone number was printed on the front. 
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Whose number is that? Harold thought to himself. 

“Should we dial this number on our satphones?” Halfrida asked. 

“Tt’s worth trying.” Harold pulled out his satphone and dialed the number on 
the paper. He placed the phone next to his ear and waited. 

True to his word, McAlister was right: the Ryanite partisans in Nebraska 
wanted to get in touch. “Are we speaking to Halfrida Brotzman?” A male voice on 
the other end spoke. 

“Why do you want to know?” Harold sat on one of the chairs at the breakfast 
table “Who am I speaking to, anyway?” 

The voice grew agitated. “Please answer the question or else ’'m hanging up.” 

Harold covered his hand on the satphone’s speakers. “It’s for you.” He 
handed his phone to her. 

“You're speaking to Halfrida,” Halfrida told the other caller. “Who is this?” 

“Sorry, but I can’t tell you my name,” the person told him. “My friends and I 
know who you are, but we can’t afford to divulge our identities to the Fellowship 
of Young Christians. Their spies and informers are everywhere.” 

“T understand.” Halfrida placed the phone on her other ear. “Listen, the 
GACSS wants to liberate you guys later this year. Before any of that could happen, 
we first need to recon the area around Lincoln first.” 

“That’s all?” the voice asked. 

“Yes,” she answered. “Hang in there. The RGA is coming. Spread the word. 
Pretend that we never had this conversation, got itr” 

The voice on the other end hung up. “Pack your bags,” Halfrida told her 
brother, “We’re going behind enemy lines again.” 

“Tl let the others know.” Harold got out of his chair and went in the pantry. 

2 KK 
(Five days later) 

Lincoln, among American Jackbooters, served as a waystation for an 
important trade route connected Secret School Economies from the West and 
East Coasts. Caravaneers of the Western Commonwealth traveled through the city 
on their way to the rest of the country. Neutral at first, Lincoln fell into FYC 
hands to deny GACSS access to the Western Commonwealth. 

A Catholic high school, St. Catherine Drexel, was situated along the trade 
route. In the second floor women’s bathroom, Harold stared at the crossdressed 
reflection of himself in the mirror. He was dressed in a girl’s school uniform. 

The overwhelming FYC occupation in Lincoln forced Harold, Halfrida and 
the others to operate as lone wolf cells. This afternoon, Harold had been asked to 
look for Chandler, Lance, Virgil, and Hannelore at the computer lab downstairs. 
With his handbag slung over his shoulder, Harold walked out of the bathroom. He 
stepped into an empty hallway. 

An opptessive ait hung over the halls of the school building. The FYC 
occupiers, posing as students, patrolled the whole building in squads of five. Their 
mere presence alone enforced the FYC’s will over the student body. 
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Harold spotted one of the squads in the hallway outside the bathrooms. They 
marched in a neat column, their heads facing forward. Inhuman and mechanical, 
the soldiers advanced up the halls. Harold turned left and walked in the opposite 
direction. While looking for the others, he took his time exploring the school. 

Towards the end of the hall, Harold strolled past a Jackbooter standing 
beside his locker. Lost in thought, he stopped a few feet away from the 
Jackbooter. Where could the others be...? 

The Jackbooter called out to him. “Hey there,” he greeted Harold, “Are you 
here to look at some merchandise?” 

“Are you talking to me?” Harold turned around. 

“Why yes,” the Jackbooter answered. He opened his locker to show Harold 
several bundles of beef jerky sticks wrapped in plastic. The bundles were tucked 
into sturdy compartments in the locker’s interior. “Can I interest you in my 
renowned beef jerky sticks?” 

Harold declined. “’m more interested in a little chat at the moment.” He 
walked closer to the Jackbooter. “Thete’s a lot I don’t know about this school.” 

“Okay, but make it quick.” The Jackbooter closed his locker and attached a 
combination padlock to the door. 

“Has the occupation affected business around here?” 

“Didn’t just affect business, the FYC have butchered it,” the Jackbooter 
complained. “They seize almost all your goods for their war efforts. They impose 
ridiculous taxes on what little you earn. Hell, they even force people to build stuff 
for their armies somewhere.” He frowned. “It’s absurd.” 

More like a tragedy, Harold thought. Curiosity compelled him to ask questions. 
“What sort of projects are the FYC forcing people to work on?” 

The Jackbooter’s shoulders rose. “I don’t know.” From the hallway behind 
Harold, he spotted another squad of FYCs coming around the corner of a nearby 
corridor. “You better keep moving if you value your life,” he warned. 

Seems like he’s on edge, Harold thought. He shook his hand. “It was nice 
talking to you. Stay safe, alright?’ He walked to the stairwell at the end of the hall 
and gawked at the five FYCs approaching the Jackbooter. 

The Jackbooter, coerced by the FYCs, removed his combination padlock and 
reopened his locker for them. The leader of the squad gestured his men to 
confiscate everything inside. His four subordinates nodded their heads. They took 
turns taking bundles of beef jerky out of the locker. 

That’s not how you treat the Jackbooters of any Secret School Economy. Harold shook 
his head in dismay. Turning away, he went down the steps of the stairwell. Up 
ahead, he saw a few students traveling ahead of him. 

Downstairs, a lone female FYC soldier loitered at the foot of the stairwell, 
behind the steel handrail. Like the other FYCs, she was posing as a student at the 
school. A few students strolled through the hallway she was in. The soldier handed 
out copies of the school’s newspaper to all who passed her. 

Harold glided his hand on the handrail as he went downstairs. The FYC 
soldier at the foot of the stairs offered him a copy of the school newspaper. 
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“Thank you.” He took the newspaper from her hands. He halted at an entrance 
hall in front of the propagandist whilst reading the front page. The FYC are even 
controlling the flow of information at this school? He shuddered at the thought. 

Page after page, the school newspaper spewed anti-GACSS rhetoric and calls 
for genocide of the Remnants because they were once ‘Not-Sees’ during the Rosy 
War. Who on Earth would want to read stuff like this? Harold pondered to himself. He 
crumpled the newspaper into a large ball and dumped it in the trashcan next to 
him to the hallway doors. 

Anger festered within him. He took a deep breath and exhaled before 
confronting the propagandist. In an incredulous voice, Harold spoke to her. “Do 
you even believe anything your people write about GACSS, the Republic Program, 
and the Brotzmans?” 

“Sure do,” the propagandist replied in a Texan accent. “GACSS is Nazi 
Germany reincarnated.” 

What a load of crap! Harold rolled his eyes. “I beg to differ,’ he told her, 
backed by knowledge of his family’s past. “How is GACSS similar to the Third 
Reich? You'd have to perform some Olympic mental gymnastics to pull that off.” 

The propagandist scoffed at Harold’s dissent. “The Ryanites believed they are 
a master race chosen by God to rule over all of humanity. They want to convert 
every man, woman, and child on Earth to Catholicism at gunpoint. If anything, I 
believe the Brotzmans are ardent neo-Nazis conspiring to continue Hitler’s work 
through the GACSS.” 

“Bush was tight: this really is an ‘Axis of Evil out to destroy America,” she 
rambled on. “Yet many ate ignorant.” She pointed at Harold’s chest. “Or else 
they’re like you, who refuse to believe us. It’s up to youths like me to save this 
country from the fascist menace again.” 

The propagandist’s rhetoric tested Harold’s patience. Are you kidding me? He 
shouted in the depths of his mind. Nobody in their right mind would buy into that drivel 
you'd just said. He folded his arms and straightened his posture. “Then can I assume 
that you are in support of the war against the Ryanites?” 

She nodded. “Brotzmanskrieg is one battle in the War on Terror, which is the 
continuation of World War II under a new name. Except in our case, we got the 
‘Eastern Front’, while the rest of the world got the ‘Battle of the Atlantic.” 

Blood boiling, an enraged Harold was almost ready to scream at her. Lord, I 
nill do anything, anything to meet her parents after hearing what came out of this girl’s mouth, 
he swore to himself. Yet something within compelled him to move on. He sighed 
and went through the hall past the trash can. 

Purther down the hall, Harold spotted the squad of FYCs who confiscated 
the inventory of the Jackbooter from upstairs. They went past the door to a 
computer lab on Harold left-hand side. All but one returned to the hallway 
seconds later before dispersing into pairs. Both paits went in opposite directions. 

Two of them marched past Harold. The other disappeared around a corner 
leading to another hallway. What did I just witness? He pondered. 
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A few doors down, the door of a crowded classroom door opened. Two boys 
left a crowded classroom, their classmates watching a class-related movie. The 
boys closed the door behind them as they entered the hall. From the doorway of 
the computer lab, Harold overheard their conversation. 

“Did that Jackbooter upstairs get a new delivery of beef jerky earlier this 
morning?” the first boy asked the other. 

The second replied, “Youre out of luck. They’re only for the privileged 
collaborators around here.” 

“But he’s been offering them to anyone with money on hand.” 

“Except nobody bothered to give them the memo.” 

“Man, I wish these guys would go back to where they came from.” 

“It’s the price we pay for being under their occupation. Right now, they’re 
rationing show polish, leather, and gasoline for MAFVs and A-Wings.” 

Interesting... Harold went inside the computer lab. 

A raven-haired girl was hunched behind a computer without a teacher 
supervising her. A silver platter lay next to the keyboard. It displayed thick pieces 
of beef jerky, a refrigerated can of Russian caviar, slices of aged cheese, fresh 
celery and carrots, and stacks of saltine crackers. The perks of collaborating with 
the FYG, 

“This isn’t as bad as I thought.” The girl munched on the food. 

The fifth FYC in the squad Harold saw earlier hovered on her the girl’s right. 
He placed his hands behind his back, his posture erect. “If there’s anything else, 
just whistle.” The FYC soldier left the room, closing the door behind him. 

Harold sat beside the girl. “S7 vis pacem, para bellum;’ he chanted in a slow, dull 
monotone. “If you desire peace, prepare for wat.” 

The girl froze at the sound of Harold’s voice. Eyebrows rose, her jaw 
dropped. She tilted her head. Reaching into handbag next to the computer 
monitor, she whipped out a Pauper Anomaly. The girl shape-shifted to reveal her 
true form: Hannelore Bauer. 

“Good to see you again,” Harold smiled. “Where are the others?” 

“Chandler, Lance, and Virgil are being hunted by the FYC as we speak,” she 
whispered to him. “All three are hiding in separate places around the school 
building. It won’t be long before the FYC catches them.” 

“How much time do we have?” 

“Not much, I’m afraid.” Hannelore pointed at the clock on the wall behind 
them. “The school day at St. Katharine Drexel will end in the next thirty minutes. 
We better get to them before the FYC does.” 

“Is there a way we can contact all three?” 

“We call them on your satphone and tell them to assemble at a new 
rendezvous point. Someplace the FYC isn’t expecting the three.” 

“Your message said we’re heading back to Lance’s old school later today?” he 
recalled. “What’s that about?” 

She nodded. “Halfrida and the others have discovered something worth 
passing up. Let’s pray the FYC won’t know what hit them.” 
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Harold and Hannelore made the sign of the cross. The two prayed, seeking 
out God’s steady hand. “Amen,” they said, making the sign of the cross again. 

2K 

The senior lounge at St. Katherine Drexel lacked the splendor or the 
animated atmosphere of Catholic high schools orbiting the Republic Program. No 
stalls of Jackbooters peddling their wares from exotic lands like the Dweller World 
or even Otherworld. No newsstands offering today’s copy of Catholic School 
Observer or Ryanite Weekly Review. The lounge was devoid of life when Harold and 
his peers walked straight in. 

“Lock the door,’ Harold commanded the others. 

“Tm on it, sit.’ Chandler locked the door for him and the others. He 
barricaded the doorway with a two-seat couch to prevent FYC sentries or the local 
Ryanites from stumbling across them. He joined the others by a windowsill on the 
other side of the lounge. 

Harold eyed the four standing in front of him. “Alright, now that we’re here, 
what kind of progress have we made thus far?” 

“Let it be known that we established the FYC’s imposed rationing on the 
Jackbootets within this Diocese and the rest of Nebraska,” Hannelore added. 

“Then PI start,” Chandler volunteered. “I heard rumors that the FYC is 
rounding people up to work on some work projects in the middle of the night.” 

“What did you find out?” Harold asked. 

“Not much,” he replied. “I wasn’t able to find anything tangible, but the 
rumor persist to the point that they’re still worth passing up.” 

“T found something myself,” Virgil added. “Everyone here should know that 
FYC maintains a formal alliance with the PNU since the Rosy Wat.” 

The others nodded their heads. 

“Politics can lead to paradoxical alliances,” Harold chimed. 

“Of course,” Virgil agreed. “And it’s safe for us to assume that the FYC’s 
Communist ally has a vested interest here and the surrounding region.” 

Harold turned to Lance. “What about you, Lance? Did you find anything?” 

Lance dropped a huge bombshell on everyone. “Trading rivals of my 
employer, the Eddie Mack Trading House, have been transporting MAFVs to a 
place somewhere outside the city. Not sure where, but Pve seen all sorts of 
MAFYVs in transit along the road outside this school building.” 

“What kind of MAFVs are we talking?” Chandler asked. 

“No clue,” Lance said. “I sort of wish Drusilla was here to explain it for me. 
They could be Underground, Dweller, Ryanite or Remnant, or even imported 
from the Catholic School International. I just don’t know.” 

“That’s not a good sign,” Virgil mumbled. 

“Dammit Virgil, you don’t need to rub it with that snarky talk of yours!” 
Lance grumbled. 

Hannelore shuddered. “Something doesn’t add up, Harold,” she told him. 
“Tt’s almost as if we’ve more or less uncovered a secret that the FYC doesn’t want 
us to know.” 


165 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

“Same,” Harold retorted. “Based on what all of us have gathered, it seems 
that the FYC is using this region as their personal proving ground for something. I 
wouldn’t be surprised if they’re testing captured Ryanite equipment somewhere.” 

“Drusilla couldn’t paint a better picture,” Chandler voiced. “‘Now is a terrible 
time to be underestimating our enemies.”’ He folded his arms. 

“You said it, Chandler...”” Lance chuckled at his remark. “And Harold’s 
supposed to be the guy who also paints on the side!’ He turned to Harold. “So 
what’s our next move, boss?” 

Harold replied, “We find my sister and the rest of our squad. Let them know 
everything about our findings and piece together their clues with ours. Maybe then 
we'll be able to figure out what’s going on out here.” 

Virgil grew impatient. “Then let’s get this show on the road!” 

“As always, Harold,” Hannelore said, “You lead the way as always.” 

“Why shouldn’t IP” he told her. 
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Chapter Twenty: The Cardington Connection 


(Ryanite Chorus; January 23'*-24", 2015) 


‘What is the FYC trying to hide out here?” 
-Lance Jansen 


nee reunited, the Brotzman twins pieced together the intelligence they and 

their peers had spent days collecting. All tracks led to Cardington, a 

mysterious and foreboding gated community outside Lincoln. The ongoing 
winter ravaging much of the United States did little to stop WC Caravaneers from 
ferrying unmarked cargo past nightfall. 

The mechanical steel gates of Cardington receded to welcome a massive 
convoy of ivory white Studebaker trucks outside its perimeter. The convoy drove 
into the gated community as the gates closed. Old two-story houses lined the 
streets, their windows boarded up with plywood, doors welded shut from within. 
Patrolling sentries, clad in winter parkas and smocks, roamed the sidewalks and 
adjacent streets. Squads of MAFVs traveled alongside the soldiers. 

Further up the main road, a roundabout was situated in the center of 
Cardington. The defaced remains of a copper monument at the central island lay 
buried under mounds of snow. The convoy stopped at an ice-covered stop sign. 
Each truck circled the roundabout before dispersing along five other roads leading 
away from the roundabout. 

One of the trucks parked on the driveway of a house east of the roundabout. 
The driver jumped off and went to the rear of the truck. He pulled the thick tarp 
covering the back. Ten silent bullets whizzed into his head. The driver dropped. 

Harold, Halfrida, and their peers hopped out of the truck. They wore white 
winter parkas, matching smocks, black Balaclava masks and gloves over their 
Torchbearer armor. Each brandished a silenced MP40, their respective sidearm 
tucked into their holsters. 

Walther and Isolde dragged driver’s body away from the driveway. They 
dumped the body in a dumpster next to the garage’s side door. 

The others were crouched in the middle of the street, guns pointed on all 
directions. Halfrida patted her brother’s shoulder. The darkness concealed them 
from the enemy. “Is this Cardingtonr” she asked. “Did we make it?” 

“T think we did,” Harold whispered back, eyeing her. He swapped the 
magazine on his silenced MP40. “And now that we’re here, we need to break into 
the manor house north of the roundabout.” He pointed at the manot’s roof to the 
north. The multistory building towered over the other buildings and the trees. 

“The FYC’s biggest secret is there?” Halfrida surveyed the manotr’s roof with 
a pair of binoculars. A makeshift balcony, below the roof and attic, overlooked 
everything in front of the manor’s lawn. A sniper was perched on the balcony, 
smoking a cigarette, his rifle slung over his shoulder. 

“Uh-huh,” Harold replied, “If our intelligence is correct, that is.” 
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The Lovers crouched next to the twins. Harold and Halfrida paid no 
attention to them as they conversed. 

“And everything we’ve uncovered is valid?” 

“Not quite.” Harold shook his head. “We still don’t know exactly what 
they’re hiding.” 

“Drusilla claims that the FYC are reverse-engineering one of Lady Ostara 
Magic Eye spy planes.” Halfrida glanced at her, positioned between Lance and 
Hannelore. 

“Wait,” Harold interjected, “You mean those flying discs?” 

“Yeah, the very same,” Halfrida attested. “But Drusilla has no proof other 
than the testimony of some UFO enthusiast.” 

“Did Margaret or the Lovers find anything?” 

“Isolde seduced an FYC officer and stole three keycards from his wallet.” 
Halfrida reached into a pouch on her webbing. The keycards came in colors of 
blue, yellow, and red. “Keep them.” 

Harold sulked in disgust at the thought of Isolde, Walther’s wife, having a 
faux affair. An affair with an enemy officer was even worse. He took the keycards 
from his sister and stored them in one of his pouches. “What about Margaret?” 

“Unlike Drusilla, Margaret claims that the FYC is using Cardington as a 
proving ground for development of a new MAFV model.” 

I feel Drusilla would love to get her hands on it, Harold thought. “In any case, we 
better get moving.” He stood up. “Tell the others to follow me.” 

“Got it,” Halfrida responded. 

The ten trudged through the snow-covered sidewalk. They followed the 
adjacent road back to the roundabout. The streetlights posted along the road were 
burnt out. The FYC never bothered to repair them. 

Up ahead, a platoon of FYC soldiers and a few MAFVs approached the 
central island from the west. The MAFVs rolled ahead of the soldiers 
accompanying them. Their small, boxy chassis bore an uncanny resemblance to 
the M5A1 Stuart light tanks. 

“St. Lillians,” Drusilla blurted. 

The street light over everyone’s heads flickered to life. “That’s not good,” 
Lance said, tilting his chin upward. 

“We better hide or else they'll find us,” Chandler warned the twins. 

The twins nodded. Harold went left and hid behind a snow-covered hedge. 
Halfrida headed right and jumped over an abandoned house’s backyard fence. The 
others dispersed as they went with either Harold or Halfrida. 

The enemy, unaware of their presence, proceeded past the ten and advanced 
down the eastern road. The soldiers and Lillians disappeared into the night. The 
asphalt beside the flickering streetlight was showered in amber light. 

The twins and their cronies emerged out of their hiding spots. Avoiding the 
nearby streetlight, the ten crossed the street. They approached the monument in 
the middle of the central island. 
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A bronze plaque was displayed on the front of the concrete base. Snow 
buried it over a layer of ice. The twins went up to it, their friends trailing them 
from behind. Halfrida scrapped the snow and ice to examine the plaque. 

The plaque commemorated the community’s founder, Eric Cardington. The 
year ‘1871’ was etched on the plaque. “Eric Cardington...,” Halfrida muttered, 
“Where have I heard that name frome” She stroked her chin. 

“Isn't he the founder of a notorious religious cult during the early 20% 
century?” Harold cocked his head to the side. “There was a book about him and 
his flock in the St. Eustace school library.” 

“Youre confusing him for his brother, Avery,” Halfrida corrected him. 

“So what’s this guy’s story?” Harold turned to his sister. “Do you know?” 

Halfrida nodded. “The Cardingtons are one of those industrialist families that 
built this country at the dawn of the 20% century.” She sighed. “They were an old 
rival of the Bauers and even exposed our family’s collusion with them.” 

“That was before the US got involved in the Second World War?” 

She nodded again. “Yes, because our family and the Bauers wanted to 
prevent America from battling the Third Reich. ‘America waging war was bad for 
business all around’, as Horst once told me.” 

Interesting, Harold thought. 

Halfrida continued. “Had it not been for the Cardingtons, Alistair Raynerson, 
Emperor Raynerson’s great-grandfather, would have been the 334 President of the 
United States.” She chuckled. “Being here feels like a self-fulfilling prophecy.” 

“You don’t say?” Harold yawned. “I wonder what happened to them.” 

“All but one has died under suspicious citcumstances after World War H,” 
Halfrida said. “The family went on a personal vendetta against the Cardingtons. 
The one who’s still alive, I hear, gave us his inheritance in exchange for his life.” 

“Does this person live here?” 

“No.” She shook her head. “He went into hiding back in the fifties and hasn’t 
been seen or heard from since then.” 

Did Horst and Opa murder that guy? Harold entertained the notion in his head. 
“Anyway, let’s head on to the manor and get out of the cold.” 

“Right behind you,” Halfrida agreed. 

KK 

Bursts of muffled gunshots broke out in the back of the manor. A large 
patrol of FYC soldiers lay on the snow-filled backyard. Specks of grass poked out 
of the ground. A few patches of white turned scarlet. 

Harold led his sister and the others up the steps of the backyard patio. The 
old wood creaked as they gathered around a door to the manor’s kitchen. The 
Brotzman twins leaned their backs against opposite ends of the walls next to the 
doorway. The others crouched in front of them, their guns drawn. 

Reaching out to the door handle, Halftida pulled the handle down. The 
handle was stuck. “It’s locked,” she told everyone. “Give me a second.” She 
reached into her satchel and shined her Fulton flashlight at what looked like a 
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rectangular panel beside the door. Her hands brushed through a few layers of ice 
to find a keycard- locked panel. 

“T wonder if those keycards will unlock this door,” Harold muttered. 

The panel had a built-in slot and an illustration above. The illustration 
depicted a human hand sticking a blue-colored keycard into the keycard slot. 
Above the drawing were two keycards—one shaded in red, the other yellow. A 
black “X? was drawn over them. 

Halfrida turned to her brother. “Still have those keycards I gave you?” 

“Which one do we need?” Harold held all three keycards in his right hand. 

“Tl take the blue one.” She snatched the blue keycard from his hand and 
inserted it into the slot. 

The door made two clicks to unlock the door. The red light on the keycard 
lock turned green. Harold opened the door and went inside, his finger on the 
trigger. Halfrida and the others rushed him. 

The ten entered the manot’s spacious kitchen. The lights suspended above an 
island table were left on, yet no one else was in the kitchen. An orange hardcover 
book was left on the table. The twins walked up to one of two doors past the 
island table. 

“Good thing we’re not paying the electrical bill”’ Virgil snorted. He put his 
MP40 down and switched on its modified safety mechanism. 

“Too true,” Lance agreed. 

Two reinforced steel doors stood beyond the island table. The one up ahead, 
left wide open, led to a stairwell that went downward into a dark basement. The 
other door, to the right of the island table, was locked behind another keycard 
lock. The illustration on its panel showed a human hand sticking a green keycard 
into the slot. 

Harold pointed his finger at the illustration. “This door should take us to the 
rest of the manor.” He tilted his head at his sister. “But we don’t have a green card 
to get past it.” 

“And the other one goes somewhere downstairs.” Halfrida advanced to the 
foot of the door to the stairwell. “Do you guys think someone else was in here 
before we came in?” she told the others. 

Margaret nodded. “It makes sense for them to leave the lights on.” 

“T agree,” Hannelore added. 

“No.” Chandler shook his head. “Apart from the lights, there isn’t any other 
sign of someone else being inside this kitchen.” 

“He has a point,” Drusilla said. 

“Perhaps they forgot to turn the lights off?” Walther voiced. 

“Tf so, then it had to have been a maintenance worker or a mechanic,” Isolde 
chimed. Loud noises were made beyond the “Hear that?” 

Everyone stood still for several seconds. They listened to the noises. “Sounds 
like someone’s grinding metal or something,” Halftida whispered. 

Harold pointed at the keycard-locked door. “Let’s check what’s behind that 
door later, you guys.” He went to the island table and gazed at the orange book. 
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Someone had been passing the time in the manor kitchen, reading. The book, 
Are Parochial Schools the Answer?, was authored by a woman named Mary Perkins 
Ryan. Harold picked it up and opened the front cover. 

The blurb on the dust jacket argued that the US bishops gave GACSS’ 
predecessor, the ‘American Catholic School System’ greater precedence over the 
parishes, at the detriment of building a community that catered to the religious 
formation of both children and adults. 

“What book is that?” Halfrida walked up to Harold and stood beside him. 

“Are Parochial Schools the Answer,’ Harold replied. “I’ve heard of this book. 
Cardinal Wolk and the other bishops in the USCCB said it was a controversial 
bestseller back in 1964.” He breezed through the pages. 

“Did you or Harold read it?” Drusilla asked Halfrida. 

“We didn’t,” Halfrida told her. 

Harold shook his head. “Some small-minded people say it’s the Ryanite Mein 
Kampf, The Republic Program being the Ryanite version of Arthur Moeller van den 
Bruck’s 1923 book, The Third Reich.” Reading a few passages in the book got him 
thinking about himself, his sister and the people around him. The authoress 
reminded him of a prophetess who foretold the coming of GACSS. 

“The Republic Program?” Chandler pondered. 

“It’s the book that gave us the organization of the same name,” Walther 
explained. “My Frau and I translated it from German. That book and its author go 
way back to the War. And nein, it’s not the Ryanite version of The Third Reich.” 

“Um, Pm not the literary type, so wouldn’t know what you guys are talking 
about,” Hannelore confessed to Walther and Chandler. 

“Why am I not surprised?” Lance blurted. 

“Says the guy who reads nothing but Japanese light novels and manga with 
tons of eye candy,” Hannelore quipped. 

Margaret’s eyes squinted at the book. “So that’s a Ryanite Mein Kampfe” 

“No, Margaret, it isn’t,” Harold corrected. 

‘Wait, it isn’t?” 

“Yes. To say that it’s anything like Mein Kampf would be a gross 
misrepresentation.” Harold flipped a few pages. “But something’s bothering me 
the more I read this particular book.” 

Isolde straightened her posture. “And what is that?” 

“Was the GACSS inevitable, Isolde?” 

“T do not understand the question,” Isolde replied. 

Harold turned around. “Like, what if all of us were gathered here at this 
moment in fulfillment of God’s plan? I can’t put it in words, but I’m kind of 
enthralled by this book.” 

“Ei, I do not know how to answer that one...” Isolde giggled. 

A green keycard fell out of the book. It landed on the tile floor beneath 
Harold’s feet. Halfrida picked it up. “Looks like we can explore the rest of the 
manor after all.” She smiled at it. 
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“Which we will, once we find out what’s downstairs.” Harold closed the aged 
tome with one hand. “I’d say we take this with us on the way back to Plaidstadt. 
It'll come in handy later.”” He stored the book inside his satchel. He walked away 
from the island table and toward the door to the stairwell. “Let’s get back to 
work.” He motioned the others to follow him. 

2 KK 

Trudging down the steps, Harold hung the leather sling of his MP40 over his 
neck. He drew his SIG Sauer P210 and pointed it at the bottom of the stairwell. 
Motions sensors attached to the wall next to the stairs detected his movements 
and the others’. The whole basement lit up under a litany of lights. 

An impressive display of MAFVs stood before the ten. Individual models 
were encased inside huge glass boxes, their controllers and headsets mounted on 
pedestals inside separate boxes. No one was around when they arrived downstairs. 

Walther whistled. “This brings me back to my days when I walked with a 
cane and had gray hair and wrinkles.” 

“Crazy times we live in,” Lance muttered. “It’s surreal how we treat the 
Lovers like they’re around our age.” 

“You don’t say?” Virgil mumbled. 

“That’s what the Idunn Anomaly is for,” Isolde chimed. 

Chandler spoke to Walther. “Since when was that?” 

“1991,” Walther answered. 

“Wow,” Chandler responded. 

“Look at this place.” Hannelore raised her voice, hands in the air. “We can 
make tons of money all this rare stuff as scrap metal. Everything is outdated!” 

Drusilla shuddered at the thought. “How could you, Hannelore?” 

Halfrida stroked her chin. “How much are we talking?” she asked Hannelore. 

Hannelore whispered into her ear. 

Meanwhile, Harold and Margaret walked up to the nearest MAFV on display. 
It was an IDA-issue St. Ingrid 133 MAFV from the Rosy War. The little vehicle 
resembled a French Renault FT-17 from World War I. 

“Funny how that one was the MAF'V I ever piloted.” Margaret pointed at it. 

“Not to mention fighting a couple of them at Bedrock Mills in 2012,” Harold 
reminded her. He paused. “Hold on, Margaret...” He eyed her. “Did you say you 
piloted one?” 

“Tt was in that secret basement beneath your Opa’s house,” she said. 

For Drusilla, the manor house’s was Heaven on Earth. She frolicked around 
the display boxes past the foot of the stairwell and skipped to a darkened room up 
ahead. Stenciled on a metal sign above the entranceway were the words 
‘Showroom A’. The automated ceiling lights inside the showroom flickered to life. 

Hannelore and Halfrida gigeled behind the others’ backs. “MAFVs never 
cease to amaze her,” she whispered to Halfrida. 

“T know, right?” Halfrida retorted. Hannelore went to Showroom A. 
Everyone else followed suit except Halfrida and her brother. 
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The tension of another sentry lurking downstairs faded from the atmosphere. 
Harold yawned and stretched his arms. “Are you feeling tired?” he asked her. 

“Not yet.” Halfrida shook her head. “We still have much to accomplish.” She 
hung her MP40 over her neck, whipped out her Cz75 Tactical Sports and reloaded 
it with a fresh magazine. She holstered it. 

The twins strolled along an aisle between two rows of display cases and 
posters and charts mounted on metal poles across from the entrance to the 
showroom. A map of the museum was pinned to a wall several feet away. It 
depicted the entire floorplan. The entrance to Showroom A led to a linear path 
that followed MAFV development since the eighties. 

“T must say,” Harold said, “This place looks more like a museum under 
construction than an FYC military installation. Why establish the place in the 
middle of nowhere?” 

“Looks can be deceiving.” Halfrida studied the map. She pressed her index 
finger on a red star to the left of the entrance to Showroom A. “You got a 
second?” She patted her brother’s shoulder. 

Harold glimpsed at the map. “The room we’re in is the ‘Reception Area.’ On 
the map, he pointed at a short corridor past the front desk in the upper far left 
corner of the room. The corridor ended at a gift shop on the far right end. “Do 
you think we’ll find something valuable in there?” 

“Tt’s worth checking,” Halfrida replied. “Pll head there myself.” She turned to 
the left and pointed at the front desk up ahead. “Check that desk for me.” 

“Okay.” Harold nodded. 

Halfrida dashed away from her brother, past the front desk and entered the 
gift shop. Harold holstered his SIG Sauer, sprinted to the desk, and rummaged 
through the contents of its drawers. Nothing of value was found in the drawers 
except for a golden key. 

With the key in his hands, Harold stared at it. I wonder what this unlocks. He 
turned to the two metal filing cabinets and a floor safe behind the desk. Shorter 
than the desk itself, the two cabinets were hidden from view at the entrance of 
Showroom A. Each had two drawers with one embedded keyhole. 

Crouching in front of the cabinet on his left-hand side, Harold inserted the 
key into its upper keyhole. He turned it counterclockwise and pulled its handle 
with both hands. 

A cloud dust ascended upward. Harold covered his mouth and nose with one 
hand and brushed the dust aside with his other. When was the last time the FYC 
cleaned this cabinet? The dust dissipated, he searched through the old, musty files and 
their documents. 

The handwritten label on one of the files caught his eye. “Family history?” 
He pulled it out of the cabinet and opened it. 

The file contained the deed to the community of Cardington, the inheritance 
belonging to a girl named ‘Francine McAdams.’ So that explains the FYC"s presence out 
here in Lincoln. Black-stained marks obscured the signatures of the previous 
proprietor, their identity eluding him. 
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Halfrida returned to the front desk with a rolled-up newspaper. “What'd you 
find?” she asked. 

Harold kicked the cabinet shut. “The deed to Cardington,” he replied. “What 
about your” He turned around and faced his sister. 

“The fates of the people who lived here before the FYC came.” Halfrida 
unrolled the newspaper and laid it on the front desk. She and Harold gazed at the 
article on the tenth page. One of them was circled in red. 

“Take it a look that this.” She pointed at it a name mentioned in the circled 
article. Some of the printed ink had faded over the years. “‘Michelle Cardington 
McAdams’...?” Halfrida froze. “That can’t be a coincidence.” 

“T was thinking the same thing,” Harold said. “I reckoned that last surviving 
Cardington had a daughter who matried into the McAdams.” 

The twins glanced at another paragraph in the article. “Back in 1972, there 
was a nearby chemical spill that forced Cardington’s former residents to evacuate 
from their homes.” 

“Whatever those chemicals were, the contamination prevented anyone from 
revisiting this area since then,” Harold concluded. “It would make sense why this 
place is in such disrepair.” 

He recalled seeing an abandoned factory building a few miles southeast of 
Cardington. The building appeared to have been sabotaged with explosives. “Did 
Horst, Opa, and their other brother, Arno, destroy the factory back then?” 

“No idea.” Halfrida stroked her chin. “Is it safe for us to be here?” 

“Well, if the IDA has been living here for some time, I’m sure they 
decontaminated the place without anyone’s knowledge.” He snapped his fingers. 
“Yeah, that has to be it.” 

“Regardless, this is good intel.” Halfrida rolled up the newspaper. “I’m taking 
it with us back to Plaidstadt. RGA intelligence is dying to get their hands on it.” 

2K 

The keycard-locked door in the kitchen revealed a workshop. Numerous 
rooms on the first floor had been converted into one massive room. Walls were 
torn down and windows blocked with brick walls. Workbenches and tool cabinets 
lined the new walls of this workshop. A pair of doors was embedded on the center 
left side of the room. 

Mechanics served a long row of unidentified MAF Vs. Some wore steel masks 
and welded armor to the sides of the vehicles with torches. Others calibrated the 
onboard electrics on laptops atop the tool cabinets. Rubber wires protruding from 
the exposed rear engines were attached to cables installed on the laptops. 

The Brotzman twins rushed into the room. Halfrida fired her Cz75 Tactical 
Sports handgun at the ceiling. “None of you move!” She and her brother waved 
their guns at the startled mechanics. “This is a raid!” 

The Lovers stormed the room alongside the others. Walther jumped onto a 
table next to a mechanic reaching for a gun concealed inside his jumpsuit. “Drop 
it!” He pointed his MP40 at him. “Hands behind your head or I will shoot!” 
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The mechanic dropped his snubbed-nose .38 revolver on the hard floor. He 
dropped to his knees with hands behind his head. The other mechanics dropped 
their welding torches and pulled their hands away from the laptop keyboards. 
They put their hands up. 

At gunpoint, Walther and Isolde escorted the mechanics to a wall behind the 
MAFVs. The mechanics got down on their knees and faced the wall. Isolde 
restrained their wrists with handcuffs. She and her husband paced back and forth 
behind the mechanics, fingers on the trigger. 

Lance and Virgil flipped over another table, standing in front of the double 
doors. They crouched behind it and pointed their guns at the doorway. 

Chandler ransacked the nearby workbenches. Loose papers drifted in the ait 
and piled on the floor as he searched through the embedded drawers and cabinets. 

Margaret slammed the kitchen door shut, locking it from the inside. She 
stood next to the kitchen doorway and held her MP40 aloft. 

Hannelore walked up to the laptop terminals inside the workshop. She 
plugged a memory stick into each one and downloaded their contents. 

Meanwhile, the twins accompanied Drusilla as she strolled across the row of 
MAFYVs. Drusilla carried a digital camera slung around her neck. She snapped four 
photos of each MAFV: one from the front, front-left, front-right, and a close-up 
of the rear engines. 

Harold spoke to her. “Do any of these look familiar to your” 

“No.” Drusilla shook her head. “That’s why ’m taking these photos.” 

“Could you make an educated on their origins?” Halfrida asked, hands 
behind her waist. 

After taking the photos, Drusilla examined them on the screen in the back of 
the camera. She showed the twins half of the photos. “Some of them appear to be 
the same model as the Four Horsemen.” She scrolled through the photo gallery to 
the other half. “But this one could be of FYC-PNU manufacture.” 

The twins looked at the screen. Four photos depicted an MAFV with 
enlarged, wide treads, a square turret with a long plasma cannon, and a chassis 
fourteen feet in diameter. 

“That’s definitely a Heavy class,” Halfrida said. 

“What about the rest?” Harold asked Drusilla. 

“Could be Catholic School International,” Drusilla replied. “Of course, I 
won't know unless I have enough intel to go by.” She glanced at the MAFVs. “All 
except one are unknown to me.” She put the camera away in her satchel. “For 
now, I’m going to assume they’re prototypes of unknown origin.” 

She eyed each twin. “Would it be too much to ask if we could somehow take 
these with us?” 

Halfrida stroked her chin. 

Harold rolled his eyes. “It won’t be easy,” he questioned. 

“No doubt,” Drusilla said. “But right now is a dangerous time to be 
underestimating our enemies, Harold. We’re going to need every advantage we can 
muster in the coming months.” 
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That might be a value one, Harold thought. He turned to his sister. “What do 
you say, Halfrida? Should we consider her suggestion?” 

Halfrida paused. She took her time hatching an escape plan out of 
Cardington with the MAFVs. Minutes passed before she made a response. “We 
could.” She pointed at the mechanics. “If those load them onto those trucks we 
saw patked outside earlier.” 

“You mean the ones we saw patked on the front lawn?” Harold recalled. 

She nodded. “Either that or we rig this whole building to blow.” 

“Pll get those doors opened then.” Drusilla and the twins ran past Virgil and 
Lance and kicked down the doors in front of the boys. The doors revealed a front 
lawn and a fleet of parked Studebaker trucks. “I believe we can work with these, 
right, Harold?” 

“T guess I was mistaken.” Harold frowned. 

“And now you stand corrected!” Halfrida laughed, wrapping her arm around 
her brother’s neck. “This is turning out to be a great week!” 
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Chapter Twenty One: Let’s Make Great Again 


(Wise Man and Renate; January 25-30", 2015) 


‘T agree with Cousins Harold and Halfrida. The family needs to change. Don’t stop us.” 
-Ulrich Brotzman, to Horst Brotzman 


y late January, the worst winter storm in US history had met its demise. At 
B the windows of the State Chancellor’s office, Halfrida tugged the curtains to 

the side. Outside, the clouds still blotted out the blue sky and the sun’s rosy 
fingers. Heavy piles of snow littered the landscape. The Delaware River, in the 
distance, remained a frozen stream of ice. 

She let go of the curtains, the curtains covering the windows again. She 
turned to her brother, seated beside her at his executive desk, sipping a mug of 
coffee. “Cousin Ulrich is coming over today,” she said to Harold. 

“Wait, why is he visiting us here?” Harold set the coffee mug down on his 
desk. “I thought we agreed to visit him at Neumann-Seton?” 

“Yes, but things are more urgent now.” 

“You don’t say?” Harold’s eyes narrowed. 

“Following our foray into FYC-controlled territory earlier this month, our 
side of the family was stoked to learn about the fate of the Cardingtons.” Halfrida 
folded her arms. “Cousin was most ecstatic upon hearing of this.” she sighed. 

Harold paused. “Francine may be one of our several enemies, but she’s more 
interested in making peace with GACSS than either Emperor Raynerson or the 
Conspiracy. Even then, I can’t understand why the family hasn’t let go of their 
petty grudges against another they’d butchered. It’s bad enough that a handful of 
them were still proud to serve Hitler and the Nazis, seventy years after 1945.” 

“Almost like nobody’s told the rest of the family that the Third Reich has 
been dead for a long time.” 

“You're starting to think more along my wavelengths, Halfrida.” 

“Or am I?” Halftida tilted her head to the side. 

“Horst and his ilk insist that you, Cousin Ulrich, and I are like them, unaware 
that we’re unlike them by a great deal.” He held out her hands and brought the 
palms about a foot apart from each other. “This is how far we’re so unlike them.” 

“Except there’s a problem,” Halfrida told him. “Cousin, bitter after this 
business he and I had with Ostara, Perpetua, Hannelore, and her back in San 
Francisco, wants Francine dead.” 

The clock struck 8AM. Harold froze. The family’s writing on the ancestral 
wall had dawned on him. “So Cousin Ulrich wants us to send an assassination 
team into FYC territory to assassinate Francine?” 

Halfrida nodded her head. “Correct.” 

“What were you guys doing in San Franciscor” Harold’s eyes narrowed. 

“Four years ago, the President Wolff and his twin brother, Herbert, requested 
a favor,” Halfrida recalled. “We were to assassinate a young drug lord, their 
godson Percy, and his cartel. The job was pretty lucrative: as you know, the city is 
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a major trading hub in the Secret School Economies. Percy also had his fingers in 
MAFV and A-Wing development.” 

“Interesting,” he muttered. 

Halfrida continued. “The ‘Wolff Cartel’ lorded over the Jackbooters of San 
Francisco and northern California, Dweller cities like Concord Harbor—the old 
‘California Empite.”” 

“T didn’t think too much of it at the time, but I had suspicions,” he said, 
piecing together the jigsaw puzzle inside his head. “A so-called ‘Little Red Riding 
Hood Cartel’ destroyed the Wolff Cartel and helped the PNU annex its profitable 
Dweller territories.” 

“Truth is,” Halfrida confessed, “Ulrich, Hannelore, and I were members.” 

“Aha,” Harold retorted. “And both you and Cousin sought to turn San 
Francisco into an economic zone to build connections, stockpile weapons, and 
smuggle family assets into the country?” 

She cracked a smile and nodded. “Guilty as charged. After toppling Percy’s 
regime, the girls, Ulrich, and I split the spoils with the PNU communists. Past that 
point, Harold, I think you know what happened next, right?” 

He shuddered at the thought. “Brotzmanskrieg,” he muttered. 

“Absolutely,” Halfrida gigeled. “Cousin and I, with the exception of Ostara 
and Hannelore, have an old score to settle with Perpetua and Francine. More so 
for the latter, I’m afraid.” 

“Then let’s hope it doesn’t affect us and see if we can get him to see things 
out way,” Harold said. 

“Youre always making things sound too easy as always.” Halfrida smirked. 

“Nothing is impossible with God.” Harold winked. 

She winked back at him. “I guess praying does work after all.” Halfrida 
unfolded her arms. “But anyway, we should talk about Francine for a second.” 

“What about her?” 

“As much as she enjoys running the affairs of her family and the FYC, Pm 
starting to wonder if she’s more of a figurehead than an actual leader.” 

“How did you arrive at that conclusion?” 

“To me, FYC and their ally’s involvement in Brotzmanskrieg is like a stab in 
the back,” she said. “In the few times I met her, she never seemed interested in 
being the Grand Generalissimo. She also had a growing addiction to D-VIII.” 

“And then there was that lobbying group the McAdams used to make every 
student in America dependent on the Secret School Economies for school lunches 
and so forth...wait a minute...” Harold froze. An idea had popped up in his head. 
He slammed a clenched fist against his desk. “I got it! The Young Christian Health 
Society is still around, is it?” 

Halfrida nodded. “Yeah, last I heard. What do you have in mind?” 

“Instead of murdering Francine McAdams, as our family wishes of us, we do 
things our way,” Harold suggested. “We kidnap Francine from wherever she’s 
hiding and we provide a dead double. With her in our custody, we offer her a 
chance to go into hiding, and in return she’d give us control of the YCHS.” 
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“That’s way better than what the family had in mind,” Halfrida grinned. 

“Great,” Harold smiled. 

Someone pounded on the door three times. The twins had locked the doors 
to prevent Cousin Ulrich from barging into the room as they spoke to each other. 
“Cousin,” Ulrich called out, “Are you inside? Open the door!” 

“Pll get the door,” Halfrida volunteered. 

“Don’t.” Harold scooted out of his chair. 

“No Harold.” She latched onto his upper arm. “I am the one who brought 
Cousin into that mess. It’s an old loose end of ours. I should open the door.” 

2K 
(Three days later) 

Francine McAdams woke up in the middle of a bad dream. Her skull felt 
several sizes too small for her brain, her face bloodied and bruised. “What the 
hell?” she screamed. “Where am I? How did I get here?” 

Tied to a chair in a dark, damp basement, she struggled to break free. Light 
shined from a ceiling lamp above her head, the lamp strobing back and forth. 

Tanja, the Brotzman twins’ pet German Shepherd, walked toward Francine 
on all fours. A leash was attached to her neck collar and Bundeswehr-style dog 
tags. She growled, flaunting her razor-sharp canine teeth. Drool poured out of the 
dog’s mouth as she barked to no end. 

Someone loosened their grip over her leash. Tanja came within inches of 
leaving a large bit on Francine’s torso. “Please, take her away, take her away!” she 
yelled. “No more!” 

That same someone pulled Tanja away from her. “I can stop all of this, if 
you’re willing talk.” Halfrida’s voice echoed across the basement. “Our Cousin has 
ways of giving you a far worse fate than this. Just be grateful we decided to kidnap 
you instead of letting him do it.” 

Halfrida pulled Tanja’s leash. Tanja was dragged away from Francine. 

“You know, ’m not even going to ask what you and Francine were doing 
down here for last seventy two hours.” Harold sighed. “She hasn’t cracked yet. 
Don’t you think it’s about time we let her gor” 

“Shut up,” Halfrida told her brother. “There’s no way [’m letting Ulrich 
murder this not-so innocent war criminal.” 

“Halfrida?” Francine spoke in denial. “Is that your No.” She shook her head. 
“Tt can’t be. It can’t be!” 

“Guess again,” Halfrida replied. The Brotzman twins emerged from shadows, 
dressed in their Bishop Dowell uniforms. Halftida folded her arms. 

Harold stood alongside her in his normal male school uniform. “Oh, she’s 
awake,” he said. “She’s been down here for the past three days.” 

Halfrida whispered in his ear. “I think we just established that, Harold.” 

“We did?” Harold whispered back. 

“Oh, yes, we did,” she reminded him. 

“Please untie me!” Francine pleaded. “Do you realize who youre dealing 
with? My family will have both of you killed if they find out!” 
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“As if that’s going to happen,” Halfrida giggled. She paced around Francine 
in a circle, her hands behind her waist. “Listen to me, Francine: I know how 
you’ve been running the FYC for almost two years.” 

She grabbed Francine’s cheek and tilted it towards her. Did you think you 
could have FYC Protestants and PNU Communists declare war on GACSS? As if 
this “Plaid Prohibition’ your late brothers concocted wasn’t the icing on the cake?” 

“You got it all wrong!” Francine said. “I was doing what I was told! I couldn’t 
refuse! My other siblings wanted the joint the war, and so I delivered!” 

The blood coursing throughout Halfrida’s veins boiled. She jabbed Francine’s 
face. “What you did last July is tantamount to betrayal!” She pulled out her Cz75 
Tactical Sports. “If you were a Brotzman like us, ?d shoot you myself for 
breaching our agreement!” 

Francine coughed up blood. She spat it out on the floor, in front of Harold’s 
feet. “Why are you standing there, State Chancellor?” 

“My sister has a point,” Harold told her. 

“Then what was I supposed to do, huh?” Francine said to Halfrida. 

“Resist the temptation of compromising with your siblings.” Halfrida pointed 
her finger at her. “Honor our agreement and never breach it. You could have done 
all of that and you wouldn’t be tied up in our basement.” 

“But you didn’t,” Harold added. “And ever since we discovered your 
grandmother was a Cardington, our family wants yours dead. Because you 
declared war on us, we had no choice but to play along with our Cousin.” 

“Seeing you like this hurts us more than it does for you.” Halfrida pointed at 
her. “Remember that.” 

“What do you want with me?” Francine begged. “I'll do anything you guys 
want, just don’t hand me over that Neo-Nazi psycho!” 

“Last time I checked, Cousin Ulrich wasn’t a ‘Neo-Nazi psycho.”’ Halfrida 
stroked her chin. “Harold, tell her about our little deal...” 

“Deal?” Francine stared at Harold. “What deal?” 

“We would like to make a deal with you, in exchange for your life,” he 
suggested. He gestured at his sister. “Consider it a ‘revision’ to the one my sister 
had made with you.” 

“What’s...the catch...?” Francine coughed up some mote blood. 

“Give us access to the Young Christian Health Society, this lobbying group 
your family has in Washington DC.” Harold smiled. “My sister and Pd like to, uh, 
‘change’ some educational policies in the US government to our liking.” 

“And what happens if I don’t hand it over?” Francine asked. 

“Then we'll just let our Cousin have his way with you.” He leaned his face 
against hers. “He’s considered waterboarding and perhaps something ten times 
worse than waterboarding.” He leaned his face back. “If you want to live, then you 
have to give us what we want.” 

“Besides,” Halfrida grinned, “We have a place for you stay at. There, you can 
take as much D-VIII to your heart’s content. At this point, it’s a win-win for all of 
us.” She smiled. “What do you say?” 
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“This place you speak of...,” Francine pondered, “...They have the purest 
samples around?” 

“You bet they do,” Harold said. “When this is over, Halfrida and I will take 
you to Napoleon. It’s the poorest, most run-down city in the entire Dweller 
World, and it’s run by various Dweller Mob families.” He sighed. “In fact, ’m 
surprised the RGA wasn’t able to crack down on all the crime and drugs there.” 

“That’s because the RGA outsourced the burden to their crooked mayor,” 
Halfrida told him. “We should’ve let High Command take charge of that one.” 

“True,” Harold agreed. “T’ll let Leblanc know, the next time I see him.” 

A clock on mounted on the walls of the basement chimed. Halfrida 
addressed Francine. “It’s time. My cousin’s coming to see you.” She grabbed her 
hair to the point of almost yanking it. “Do you want to live? Or do you want to 
die? The choice is yours.” She let go of her hait. 

Three days of interrogation methods left their toll on Francine. Tanja was like 
the straw that broke the girl’s will to resist. She cracked up under the pressure and 
caved in to the twins’ request. “Pll do what you ask, just don’t hurt me anymore.” 

Harold rolled his eyes. “Gosh, I wish you said that to my sister three days 
ago.” He sighed. “I guess stubbornness runs in your family as well.” 

2K 
(Two days later) 

At St. Eustace, Sister Katherine’s classroom was almost devoid of life. Sister 
Katherine sat at her desk, going through a stack of completed exam papers with a 
red ink fountain pen. She graded each copy based on their performance. 

A layer of ice had formed on the window next to the student computer. It 
melted under the sun’s rays as it brightened the classroom. 

In the front of the classroom, Harold sat at his desk, his handbag atop the 
desk. He reflected on his recent exploits with Fake News, who was standing in 
front of the desk with an erasable pen and notebook. Fake News jotted down 
abridged statements from him. 

“No way,” she voiced her disbelief. “That sort of thing is bound to ignite 
controversy within the RGA and Adelburgers.” 

“Since when did I ever joke about things like this?” Harold spoke, 
crossdressing as his sister, mimicking her voice and mannerisms. 

“Wow.” Fake News scribbled Harold’s response on the notebook. “Do you 
realize what you’re saying? This is unprecedented!” 

And you're right, Harold agreed from the privacy of his thoughts. Francine 
McAdams was a real scream when she was staying in the basement. Logic demanded him to 
keep up with his persona, his disguise. “The Underground ‘interrogates’ people all 
the time,” he said. “But it wasn’t the big bombshell my brother and I uncovered.” 

“There’s more?” Fake News said in a befuddled tone. 

Harold nodded. “The McAdams family had access to some kind of advanced 
computer software that dates back to the Ronald Reagan years.” He backtracked 
his statement. “Scratch that.” 

Fake News erased the statement she recorded on the notebook. “Go on.” 
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“The software dates back to the Jimmy Carter years,” he corrected himself. 
“Tt later recetved government funding under Ronald Reagan.” 

“What’s it called?” 

“T can’t tell you.” Harold placed his index finger over pursed red lips. “To 
divulge the name of the software will put the national security of the United States 
in danger. The President, my brother, Cousin Ulrich, and I can’t afford that.” 

“Can’t you tell me anything you know about itr” 

He shook his head. “Like I said, it’s not safe to be talking about it. Listen, 
Fake News, if you publish this on Catholic School Observer or Ryanite Weekly Review, 
the government will go after you and your sisters.” 

She shuddered. “But, but, ’m, like, the last bastion of free speech in this 
post-9/11 world.” 

“It doesn’t matter.” Harold clenched his teeth and glided his index finger 
across his throat. “President Wolff and the DHS will have you and your sisters 
tried and executed as an enemies of the United States. Listen to reason and don’t 
even dare try to publish this interview.” 

“Yes ma’am.” Fake News nodded. Skimming through the previous pages, she 
crossed out the previous statements written on the notebook. “That’s national 
security for you.” 

“Amen.” Harold grinned. “What else would you like to know?” 

Fake News consulted her handwritten notes. She read them aloud to him. 
“Since the Republic Program’s founding in 2012, GACSS received notoriety over 
the practice of expelling students for opposing the Catholic faith. Bishops forced 
individual schools to expel hundreds of dissident students. And it wasn’t until last 
year that the Supreme Court upheld this Ryanite practice.” 

She continued. “At the same time, GACSS has been pursuing policies that 
were deemed as ‘Reaganite’ or “Nazi-like’. Catholic schools within the Philadelphia 
Archdiocese became the first to have their tuition rates slashed to almost nothing. 
Schools ensure that every enrolled student is a committed Roman Catholic.” 

Before Harold could respond, she went on to her third question. “Speaker 
Ulrich Brotzman has accelerated Ryanite incentives to stimulate our Secret School 
Economy. Heavy defense spending, public works projects, paid maternity leave for 
teen mothers with four children, paid summer vacation vouchers, and so on...” 

She enjoys running her mouth as much as I do. Harold snickered. 

“As the sister of the State Chancellor, what can you tell me?” 

“First of all,’ Harold asked, “Where should we begin? Do we start with 
‘Catholic Identity First’ or ‘Brotzmanomics’?” 

“Let’s start with ‘Catholic Identity First,”’ Fake News suggested. “After all, 
it’s what got Speaker Ulrich elected in the first place.” 

“First of all, I think people are blowing the Reagan-Hitler concept out of 
proportion,” Harold said. “It’s all a coincidence. With Brotzmanomics, we cut 
tuition rates, build strong families under a pro-life stance, showcase impressive 
industrial muscle flexing, and early marriage.” 
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Fake News scrawled Harold’s statement. “Telling teenagers to marty after 
high school sounds like a weird marriage between Reagan’s ‘Peace through 
Strength’ and Hitler’s ‘Strength through Joy.” 

Harold yawned. I shouldn’t have stayed up too late... His eyelids grew heavy. He 
fell asleep in front of Fake News. 

In a lucid dream, he and Halfrida stood inside a concrete bunker overlooking 
the beachheads of Normandy. Two MG42s on tripods stood between the twins. 
With binoculars, they observed two elderly statesmen and their entourages at a 
fortified beach. 

“Someone is taking someone for a dangerous walk,” Harold voiced. 

“As I expected,” Halfrida said, “The War on Terror began in 1984. And we 
both know that Hitler saw America as a greater threat than the Soviet Union.” 

At the beachhead, Rezchskanzler Adolf Hitler and President Ronald Reagan 
toured the impregnable Atlantic Wall, a massive ‘wall’ of concrete and steel along 
the English Channel. The beachhead was littered with active antipersonnel and 
antitank landmines, barbed wire, and steel hedgehog barriers. Concrete bunkers 
rested atop cliffs alongside coastal gun batteries with huge duel-mounted cannons. 

Both men had one leg bound to the other with two copies of a signed 
ceasefire agreement. Each had a loaded handgun behind their backs; Reagan 
wielded a Colt Single Action Army revolver, the Fulhrer a Walther PPK. 

“The scum of the Earth, I believe?” Hitler greeted. 

“The most dangerous man on Earth, I presume?” Reagan gazed in disgust at 
the concrete and steel monstrosities he saw. “Mr. Hitler, tear down this wall!” 

“Nein, Herr Reagan!” Hitler wrapped his finger around the trigger of his 
Walther PPK. “Das Reich kommt wieder! (The Reich will rise again!)” 

Like a miracle, the ceasefire agreement wrapped around their legs 
spontaneously combusted. The flames turned the papers to ash while sparing the 
two men. A thick fog blanketed the beachhead. Two gunshots broke out. A third 
shot followed. 

From the bunker, the Brotzman twins had the last laugh. 

“Are you serious?!” Harold shouted. 

“Yes, World War III began in 1984! Halfrida yelled back. 

“So the final solution to 1984 is 1933?” 

Halfrida gave him a big hug. “Yes.” She squeezed her arms around his body. 

Harold awakened from his dream. His eyes flew open. He was back in Sister 
Katherine’s classroom at St. Eustace. Fake News stood in front of his desk, 
perplexed and confused. “Did you get enough sleep?” she asked. 

“No.” He shook his head. 
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Chapter Twenty Two: Backdoors And MAFV Aces 
(Dewy-Princess and Germania; Feb. 18-20, 2015) 


“It’s time for a rematch.” 
-Drusilla Price 


Lansdale. Her hands behind her head, she stared at the blank ceiling. Past 

experiences of the battle of Other-St. Louis awakened her. The morning 
sun peered through the window blinds on the wall next to her bed. Outside, the 
dark sky brightened into shades of dark blue. 

She overheard the Brotzman twins conversing to each other from inside their 
bedroom. Harold and Halfrida’s voices kept her awake. The walls between their 
rooms were thin enough for her to listen in. 

What are those two harping on about at five in the morning? Drusilla yawned. 

“No way,” Halfrida spoke in disbelief, “You're saying that the YCHS had 
access to some top-secret US government software?” 

“According to Cousin Ulrich,’ Harold said, “He recovered it from one of 
their offices in Washington DC.” 

“What’s the story behind the software?” 

“It was under development by the NSA during the Ronald Reagan years. The 
programmers designed it to allow US government agencies access to a common 
database to share data.” 

Harold continued. “Whoever designed it built all sorts of backdoors into the 
software and then sold it off to nations like the Soviet Union. The goal back then 
was simple: a simple, convenient way to spy on other nations.” 

“So what we have on this computer is the latest version?” Halfrida asked. 

“Ulrich claims it’s all the rage among bureaucrats, contractors, and other 
lobbyists inside the Beltway...we’re inside the government’s databases now.” 

“You sure the feds won’t be kicking down the door anytime soon?” 

“They shouldn’t, since Cousin employed the services of one of our other 
cousins. You know Cousin Heinricka, the computer sorceress who almost took 
down the whole Internet?” 

“What about her?” 

“She built our own backdoor into the system. And Cousin Ulrich made the 
extra mile to guarantee our personal safety using this software. That’s why we 
haven’t heard from him for the past three weeks.” 

Drusilla stretched her arms. I can’t sheep with those two talking! She got out of bed 
and left her room. The door to the twins’ bedroom was closed. The doorknob was 
locked in place. Great... Drusilla knocked on the door. 

“Who is that?” Harold asked his sister. 

“Pll check it out,’ Halfrida replied. She knocked on the door twice. “Is 
somebody there?” 

“Yeah, it’s me,” Drusilla whispered. “Can we talk?” 

“Should we let her in?” Halfrida said. 
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“Of course,” Harold answered. “It’s best that we let her in.” 

The door opened. Halfrida stood by the doorway, dressed in a lacey red 
babydoll. “Hey Drusilla,” she greeted. 

Drusilla’s eyebrows rose. “Why are you wearing that?” 

“Why not?” Halfrida crossed her arms. “Harold and I are turning eighteen in 
April anyway.” She peeked around the doorway. “You want to come in?” 

“Are you guys doing something in there?” 

“Uh-huh,” Halfrida replied. “Do you want to come in or not?” 

She nodded. “Fine.” 

Halfrida stepped aside. Drusilla strolled into the twins’ bedroom. 

At the twins’ bedroom desk, Harold was seated in the leather swivel chair, 
hunched over a dark-colored desktop computer. A tinted screen cover obscured 
the monitor, the monitor sitting atop the hard drive. Drusilla leaned her lower 
arms on his chair from behind. Halfrida hovered next to her and Harold. 

The monitor showed server after server of archived documents, photographs, 
videos, and other files. Each server belonged to an individual database within all of 
the US government’s agencies, administrations, and departments. Almost 
everything was encrypted and inaccessible. 

“So let me get this straight,” Drusilla said, “You guys are snooping around 
the government’s data without their knowledge?” Her eyes narrowed. “Isn’t this 
intrusion endangering our country’s National Security?” 

“Not really,” Halfrida responded. “Harold and I never thought about that. 
Besides, all we’re doing is accessing the server for the YCHS.” 

“Let’s see...,” Harold murmured, scrolling down the mouse wheel. “BATFE, 
CIA, DEA, FBI, NASA...” He browsed servers belonging to lobbying groups. 

“Wow,” Halfrida giggled, “Look at how many lobbying groups are there.” 

“That’s way too many for me to count!” Drusilla chimed. 

The YCHS’ server appeared near the bottom of the list. Halfrida pointed her 
finger at the entry labelled “YCHS’. “There it is, you guys.” She tapped on her 
brother’s shoulder. “Click on it.” 

Harold double-clicked the entry and accessed its personal database. A series 
of files appeared onscreen. He searched through the accessible ones before 
coming across a file that caught his eye. ““The Lovers Were Here,’ what’s in here?” 

“A message from Walther and Isolde?” Halfrida pondered. 

“Tt could be.” Harold opened the file. 

“You were able to open it?” Drusilla asked Harold. 

“The software appears to allow us access only to certain files,’ Harold told 
her. “Not sure why, though. I think it’s because we’re using a limited version with 
a few backdoors installed.” 

The file housed a secret archive for all of Francine’s emails in the past two 
years. The most recent was an email from an anonymous sender, dated January 
25', The email’s subject title was ‘Eyes Only’. Harold clicked on the subject title. 
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Apart from the latitude and longitude of St. Eustace, the email included a 
ctyptic message. 2.18/2.25/3.04/3.11/3.18/3.25/4.01, it read. 125.00 MHz.. 
BURST TRANSMISSION. REPEATS AT TOP OF THE HOUR. END. 

Drusilla was confused. Her shoulders rose. “What does this mean?” 

“Today is February 18", the beginning of Lent.” Halfrida tilted her head at 
her. “These numbers could indicate the date of every Wednesday before Holy 
Thursday, or April 24,” 

“125.00MHz’ is a frequency that we can listen to,” Harold added. “On every 
Wednesday in Lent, someone wants to send us or someone else a message. That 
message will repeat at the beginning of every hour.” 

“And whatever it is, we better make sure we intercept it, Harold.” Halfrida 
folded her arms. “I get the impression that this wasn’t meant for Francine.” 

“We will,” Harold swore to his sister. 

“Pm guessing this has nothing to do with me?” Drusilla frowned. 

“Afraid so,” Halfrida retorted. 

KKK 
(Two days later) 

Hannelore Bauer glanced at the February 21% issue of Ryanite Weekly Review in 
the cafeteria of Neumann-Seton. She sat alone at a table, her hands holding a 
folded newspaper. The title of the front page article, ‘Wrath of the Little Flowers’, 
adorned the papet’s headline. A photo of the crew members of the Four Horsemen 
accompanied the article. The four girls posed alongside their MAFV. 

An elite Underground MAFV crew continues to be a nuisance to many Ryanite MAFV 
commanders, the article declared. The ‘Four Horsemen’ made headlines again this week after 
destroying their 1,000th MAFV in the entire war. 29th RGA Panzer Dwvision’s 
Mockingbird’, a Maurice I/H commanded by seasoned Rosy War veterans, was totaled in the 
Dweller World this past Wednesday by Four Horsemen. 

Below the first photo was the burnt-out wreckage of the Mockingbird. The 
front of the chassis sustained large gaping hole. Half of the turret was blown off, 
the other half still attached to the chassis. 

We're fighting for God and Emperor,’ Perpetua told RWR over an encrypted phone call. 
‘It is an honor to defend Catholic homeschooling.’ 

“Those four have gone too far,’ Hannelore murmured. She looked at 
Drusilla and other MAFV commanders from the Leibgarde Division. “They’re 
going to regret defeating Drusilla last November.” She smirked. 

In the far right end of the cafeteria, the Leibgarde’s MAFV commanders 
gathered in front of a large chalkboard on a wall. Drusilla made a tally of 
everyone’s kills on the chalkboard, drawing an ‘X’ next to everyone’s surname. For 
every ten kills, the other commanders cheered and whistled. 

Hannelore resumed reading. Meanwhile, Ryanite MAFV Aces are growing among 
the ranks of our RGA, the article continued. Hundreds of young boys and girl, RGA 
regulars and Adelbu elites alike, seek to challenge Four Horsemen on the battlefield. T may have 
been beaten by them, but I’m ready to step up to the challenge’, famed MAFV Ace Drasilla 
Price, 1% Adelbu Panzer, said to RWR. 
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Lance strolled into the cafeteria, a strap of his backpack slung over his 
shoulder. He stepped away from the double doors and tilted his head across the 
room. When he saw Hannelore seated at her table, Lance approached her and set 
his backpack down on the floor beside her chair. He took a chair from an adjacent 
table and brought it to Hannelore’s. 

Hannelore tossed the newspaper aside on the table. “Good afternoon 
Lance,” she greeted him in a soft voice. 

“Hi Hannelore,” he said. “Did you come all this way from St. Eustace?” 

“Yes, to look after Drusilla.” She turned her head and torso around to point a 
finger at Drusilla. “She and the other MAFV commanders in the Leibgarde are 
having some meeting inside the cafeteria. It’s the reason why nobody else is here 
except me and them.” She tilted her head back to Lance. 

“Funny how I was going to ask where are the other students I saw earlier.” 

“So how’re things going with your Jackbooter business, eh?” Hannelore 
rested her hands on the table, atop the newspaper. 

“A couple months back, I was taxing Jackbooters peddling wares from other 
Secret School Economies,” Lance told her. “Nowadays, I got people salvaging 
destroyed MAFVs and A-Wings. Either we’re rebuilding them or we’re selling the 
patts as scrap metal.” His hand reached for the newspaper on the table. 

“What’s up?” Hannelore pulled her hands away. 

“Oh, I just noticed you were reading today’s issue of RWR...” Lance picked 
up the newspaper and unfolded it. He pointed at a separate front page article 
dedicated to the crew members of the Four Horsemen. The article featured 
individual school portrait for all four girls. “By the way, did you look at this article 
by any chance?” 

“Not yet. Um, let me see.” Her eyes squinted whilst looking at the article. 
They soon flew open. “The crew members of the Four Horsemen are all nieces of 
Emperor Raynerson?” She inclined her head at Lance. 

He nodded. “And all four of them attend a Catholic high school in Boston.” 
He pointed at the photo of a smiling pale girl with a lily flower in her hair. 
“Duchess Perpetua Raynerson, from what we could gather, is the oldest of the 
four. Beautiful, well-bred, and a young noblewoman, she’s the spearhead of a new 
generation that’s coming of age.” 

“For an MAFV commander, she looks pretty,” Hannelore commented. She 
pointed at an ash blonde girl next to Perpetua. “Who’s that?” 

“Princess Philomena Raynerson, who’s about your age, Hannelore,” Lance 
said. “She was born with a natural talent for sharpshooting. Rumors say het 
borderline superhuman accuracy and precision is enough to disprove every 
conspiracy theory about the Kennedy assassination.” 

“Interesting, so that means she’s the gunner, right?” 

“Yeah,” Lance answered. He pointed at the third portrait, a brunette girl 
weating a white maid tiara. “Baroness Felicity Raynerson is Perpetua’s personal 
maid from birth. She serves her, helps her with everything she does. In a twist of 
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irony, we found out that she’s the driver for the Four Horsemen. And her driving 
skills are like that of a Hollywood stuntman.” 

Lance pointed his finger at the fourth and final portrait. The photo depicted a 
tween girl with braces and a silver monocle over her left eye. “Countess Cecilia 
Raynerson is the youngest of the group. She’s known to have a fondness for 
radios, which led her to be the crew’s radio operator. Cecilia’s also a crack shot 
with a laser machine gun. It wouldn’t be smart for one to be caught in her sights.” 

“Where did Ryanite Weekly Review find this information?” 

“Harold and Halfrida’s cousin, Ulrich,” he whispered into Hannelore’s eat. 
“One of their other cousins claims to have broken into Emperor Raynerson’s 
‘bulletproof intelligence network’ from inside. Right now, she’s leaking all sorts of 
stuff to GACSS and the RGA.” 

“T can’t believe we were able to learn this information via a backdoor in the 
YCHS’ private server within the US government.” Hannelore gazed at the front 
page article again. “In any case, every MAFV commander in the whole RGA now 
wants to defeat the Fowr Horsemen and the whole Little Flower Battalion. The glory 
and honor of being the one who destroys them in battle is worth the trouble.” 

“But it won’t be easy, I hear,” Lance leaned back on his chair. He rocked the 
chair back and forth. “As we speak, Underground engineers are already working 
on a new replacement for the Vladimir I /A” 

“They're working on a new replacement?” she gasped. 

Lance nodded. “The Vladimir II/A was just a stop-gap measure for 
Underground Heavy MAFV crews before their industries could produce the 
‘Vladimir II/L,” he explained. “The Vladimir II[/L is the latest in the 
Underground MAFV arsenal. And the first prototypes were delivered to the Little 
Flower Battalion, one of them being the Four Horsemen.” 

“T think P’ve heard Drusilla mentioning something like that to me yesterday.” 
Hannelore smoothed the hemline of her brown jumper dress. “So that’s why no 
one’s been able to defeat the Four Horsemen? They’re using a superior MAFV?” 

“Appears to be the case,” Lance replied. “Fortunately for us, we still have 
access to the armaments industries of our Remnants ally. Thanks to this other 
cousin of Harold and Halfrida’s, the Remnants developed a working prototype to 
counter the Vladimir III/L.” He grinned. “They even went as far as delivered that 
same prototype to the gymnasium of Neumann-Seton!” 

“You're serious, right?” 

Lance nodded again. “I’m serious. You don’t believe me?” 

She shook her head. “Where’s the proof?” 

He stood up. “ll show you, if you’re interested.” 

“Take me there.” Hannelore scooted from her chair. She picked up her 
handbag from the chair next to hers. “For Drusilla.” She held out her hand. 

“For Drusilla,’ Lance recanted. He shook Hannelore’s hand and grabbed his 
backpack off the floor. 

They walked out of the cafeteria. 
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A student janitor mopped the dirty tile floors in the hallway outside the 
school gymnasium. A pair of headphones covered his ears, the audio jack plugged 
into a smartphone burrowed in one of his front pockets. He paid no attention to 
Hannelore and Lance as they walked past him. 

“This has to be a terrible place to showcase whatever’s inside the gym,” 
Hannelore whispered to Lance. 

“T was thinking the same thing, but Ulrich Brotzman’s name carries a lot of 
weight around here,” Lance whispered back. 

Outside, loud thunder rumbled. A harsh wind swept across the campus, a 
heavy downpour bombarding the school’s roof. Florescent lights embedded in the 
ceiling above their heads flickered for a few seconds. 

Approaching the gym, Hannelore tilted her chin up. Did I forget to bring my 
umbrella? Her shoulders shrugged at the thought. 

The double doors to the gymnasium swept open to reveal two teenage boys 
blocking the doorway. Blonde and blue-eyed, the boys stood at equal height and 
wore matching dark two-piece business suits and sunglasses. They held up their 
hands, gesturing Hannelore and Lance to stop in front of them. “Halt, halt,’ they 
spoke. “Ihre Papiere bitte?” 

Those must be Remnants visiting the US, Hannelore swore to herself. 

Lance failed to understand them. “Listen, I’m here to browse the new MAFV 
you guys delivered not too long ago.” He paced forward. “Td like to see your boss, 
is he around?” He stood up on toes to look over their shoulders. 

The boys shoved Lance away from the doorway. They glared at him with 
confused eyes. As Remnants—as Germans, neither of the two spoke English. 

“T doubt they understand what youre trying to do, Lance,” Hannelore said. 
“You may want to talk to them in their native tongue.” 

“Sorry, my German is way too rusty,” Lance lamented. “Could you do all the 
talking for mer” 

“Why should I?” Hannelore rolled her eyes. She folded her arms and turned 
her back on Lance. “You could just show them your papers.” 

“You don’t understand,’ Lance complained. “These aren’t Civil Guard. 
They're Remnants guarding some MAF'V inside the gymnasium. What makes you 
think that’s going to work?” 

This is starting to become a waste of my Friday afternoon. Hannelore shook her head 
in disapproval. She later changed her mind. “Fine, Pll do the talking.” She reached 
into her handbag to retrieve her student ID from her purse. “Here.” She handed 
her papers to the two boys. 

Hannelore’s eyes gazed at Lance. “Where are your papers? Give it to them.” 

“Tf I have to...” Lance pulled out his wallet and showed the two boys his 
student ID at Neumann-Seton. “I hope this is more than enough.” 

The boys glimpsed between the student IDs and each other whilst inspecting 
them. When they were satisfied, they handed them back to Hannelore and Lance. 
They leaned on the doors and motioned the two to enter. 
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“Danke,” Hannelore thanked them. She held onto Lance’s hand and hurried 
into the school gymnasium. The two Remnants boys closed the doots. 

Security was tight inside the gym. All the doors except the one Hannelore and 
Lance came from were locked into place, barricaded with sturdy overturned tables. 
A pair of business suit-clad Remnant soldiers stood guard at the other exits. Each 
had a concealed handgun under their jackets. Thick, dark-colored curtains veiled 
the windows embedded on the walls above the top rows of bleachers. Half of the 
lights in the rafters on the ceiling were dimmed. 

A deafening thunder roared outside like the siren on a Ryanite dive bomber. 
Hannelore covered her ears. Geez, that’s loud! 

Lance tittered at her. “Scared?” 

She slapped his cheek. 

“Ow, what was that for?” 

“Don’t even try it here, Lance.” 

Four idle MAFVs were parked in a neat row at the center of the gym. Each 
bore its name on a small placard attached to a circular base. From left to right, 
Hannelore paid a few glimpses at them. The first one was Drusilla’s old Hannibal 
I, rebuilt by its manufacturer. Second one was the Vladimir T/A captured in 
Other-St. Louis. Third was the Innocent I captured in Cardington. 

Yet the fourth one screamed ‘high-tech’. A seventy-five ton behemoth, 
sixteen feet in diameter, it towered over the last three at a height of eight feet. Its 
chassis sported a sloped hull similar to the Ryanite Michael I. With a cannon 
longer and slimmer than the Hannibal I’s, the turret featured a flat front, sloped 
sides, and a slanted rear. A commander’s cupola atop the turret supported seven 
internal periscopes for full 360 degree viewing. Appearance wise, it resembled a 
German King Tiger Panzer. 

A Remnants arms merchant, standing erect in front of the three MAFVs, 
smiled at Hannelore and Lance. Clad in a black double-breasted suit, he moved his 
hand away from the back of his waist to wave at them. “Wi/kommen, hallo, 
welcome,” he said in a thick German accent. “Ulrich Brotzman went to great 
efforts to arrange this once-in-a-lifetime transaction.” 

“So [ hear.” Hannelore tilted her head at Lance. 

“Why are looking at me like that?” 

Hannelore said nothing and returned to the arms merchant. She shook his 
hand. “Then allow me to introduce myself: I am Hannelore Bauer, the esteemed 
heiress of Bauer Industries and Harold Brotzman’s personal liaison to my family.” 

“Fraulein Bauer, it is an honor to be speaking to you.” The arms merchant 
bowed his head. He let go of her hand. “Your family, like the Brotzmans, is seen 
in high regard among the people of my Fatherland.” 

“You sure you're not talking about Germany, uh, ‘Deutschland?’” Lance said. 
In his mind, ‘Neudeutschland’ and ‘Germany’ were the same country. 

His words infuriated the arms merchant. “This ‘Germany’ most people on 
Earth know of is not the true Deutschland.” He pointed his finger at him. “It is a 
regime under the auspices of your government. Every president since Harty 
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Truman has imposed their will on this faux Deutschland.” He clenched his fists. 
“And every red-blooded American is ignorant of it!” 

“That’s just a conspiracy theory conjured up by the German sovereign citizen 
movement,” Lance questioned. “I’m sure they got it from listening to you 
Remnants. Hell, some of you guys even insist that your nation is the continuation 
of the Third Reich!” 

This escalated fast. Hannelore frowned. “Lance, could you please leave your 
damn prejudice at the door?” She rolled her eyes. Not every Remnant is a Neo- 
Nazi who wants Hitler to come back. The vast majority are like the Lovers.” 

“Jawohl, aber naturlich,’ the arms merchant agreed. “I am being paid to debate 
with bigots like this young boy here.” 

“What are you talking about?” Lance said. “You’re about my age!” 

“Shut up, Lance!” Hannelore growled, cracking her knuckles. 

The arms merchant sighed. He and Hannelore walked away from Lance. 
“Fraulein Bauer, are you still interested? Your friend is getting on my nerves.” 

“Don’t worry about him,” Hannelore whispered. “T’ll scold him later.” 

“Please do,” the arms merchant stressed. 

They went back to Lance and the four MAFVs. Lance repeatedly tapped his 
foot on the ground, arms crossed. “Shall we begin?” he snorted. 

“Jawohl.” The arms merchant nodded his head. “We shall.” He clapped his 
hands and walked up to Drusilla’s old Hannibal I. “As you both know, the 
workhouse Heavy MAFV for Ryanite and Remnants forces is the Hannibal I/A. 
Our engineers, dissatisfied by the performance of the already deadly cannon, 
sought to produce a new model.” 

Hannelore wrapped her hands around her waist. “Why were they dissatisfied? 
I mean, it’s not like the enemy’s MAFV crews would know the difference.” 

“On the contrary,” the merchant replied, “We Germans ate driven by out 
pursuit of perfectionism. We sought to incorporate the best features from the 
Hannibal I/A and Fraulein Price’s MAFV, the St. Michael I. This decision came in 
response to two MAFVs that were said to have been taken from the Allies.” 

The arms merchant walked up to the front of the second MAFV. “This 
Vladimir II/A was recovered by Panzer Division ‘Leibgarde’ in Other-St. Louis,” 
he told them. “At first derived from the Rosy War-era Vladimir I/C, the Vladimir 
II/A paved the way in further developing MAFVs to counter the Hannibal I and 
the Michael I.” 

‘What’s the history behind the Vladimir II/A>” she kneeled next to the 
Vladimir’s right tread. She glared at the long, slender high-velocity plasma cannon 
mounted on its boxy turret. 

“The Vladimir II/A was designed to support Underground troops in decisive 
breakthroughs,” he said. “The Underground’s engineers did not intend it to be 
used to fight other MAFVs. That role was relegated to the Marcella V/16 and its 
self-propelled derivative, the Joan V/16.” 

He squatted beside Hannelore and pointed at the cannon. “In fact, the 
Vladimir H/A’s cannon is supposed to be identical to the ones found on the 
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Marcella V/16 and its derivative. But this one, as our engineers found out, is a 
prototype of the so-called ‘Beastslayer’ cannon used on the newer Vladimir III/L. 
We even suspect that other features in the Vladimir III/L were also included.” 

“The Beastslayer, according to a cousin of Ulrich Brotzman, was built as a 
miniature howitzer for an Underground Heavy MAFV using the Vladimir series as 
its chassis. This cannon rely on a cumbersome two-piece energy cell that limits its 
overall ammo count to twenty eight shots. The trade-off is armor penetration 
supetior to out own Hannibals.” 

No wonder why Drusilla’s Hannibal had its turret blown off. Hannelore placed her 
hand over her mouth and chin, recalling the Battle of Other-St. Louis. “But that’s 
not what makes the Four Horsemen so feared and hated among Ryanite MAFV 
crews. It’s their accuracy.” 

The arms merchant showed Hannelore its secondary armaments. “There are 
also three laser machine guns: one in the front of the hull, two mounted in the 
front and rear of the coaxial turret. The one in the rear is designed to prevent 
infantry swarming it from behind. An infantry charge at it is not advised.” 

He moved on to the Innocent I. “The Innocent I appears to be the latest 
MAFYV design from the FYC-PNU engineering bureaus. They designed it based 
on their trench warfare expertise during the Rosy War. Field tests revealed that it’s 
excellent at climbing steep slopes in rough terrain.” 

“The Innocent’s cannon boast decent penetration, but this one has a built-in 
flamethrower. The biggest downside is in its diesel engine: compared to most 
MAFYVs, it is slow and struggles to maintain speeds greater than forty miles.” 

He turned to the fourth MAFV. “Thanks to the recovery of the Vladimir 
II/A and Innocent I, along with Ulrich’s cousin, Remnants engineers are proud to 
introduce the Hannibal II/B. Equipped with weapons and armor unlike anything 
Underground and its Allies could ever field, this is the epitome of German 
engineering.” 

“T sure hope so.” Hannelore chuckled. “How much are you selling them?” 

“The new models are slated to be around $750,000,” the arms merchant 
replied. “You can expect the first batch to be delivered to the RGA’s motor pools 
in Castle Blackstone by mid-March.” 

“Excellent.” Hannelore smiled. “Tl let the State Chancellor and RGA High 
Command aware of this.” She stood up. “Perhaps we’ll be seeing each other again 
in the near future.” She held out her hand to him. 

“Tt is a pleasure to be working with you, Fraulein Bauer.” He shook her hand. 
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Chapter Twenty Three: Marriage Of Convenience 


(Sleipnit and Fair Knight; Feb. 28-Mar. 7, 2015) 


“Halfrida and Chandler are getting married? What's the world coming tol?” 
-Fake News 


mug at her desk. She was seated in a swivel chair at her desk, the desk itself 
lined against a wall. Sunlight pierced the glass window embedded on the 
wall. The door to her Plaidstadt office stood on the opposite side of the room. 

Placing the kettle on her desk, Allison sipped the hot black liquid. She rotated 
the swivel chair, the front of her brown oxfords gliding on the carpeted floor. 
“Harold and I decided that we weren’t going to be married this coming spring.” 

Chandler sat in a wooden chair in front of Allison. A black leather briefcase 
with a rotary combination lock stood next to it. “That’s odd. He told me that you 
two wete getting married at the same time as me and Halfrida.” His legs spread. 
He pressed his lower arms against the armrest. “Since when was this?” 

“He changed his mind, a couple days ago.” She drank more of her coffee. 
“His Cousin Ulrich convinced him to have the wedding on some later date. 
Whether that’s a few months or a few years from today, I have no clue.” She set 
the mug down on her desk. “Perhaps it was God’s Will that Harold and I 
shouldn’t be married immediately after we graduate.” 

“That reminds me.” Chandler snapped his fingers. “Most of the original 
members in the Convention are graduating from high school this year.” He 
chuckled and smirked. “Times are changing.” 

“Tt wasn’t that long ago when the Republic Program was founded,” Allison 
spoke. “You’re right. Everything is changing, changing for the better. A new 
generation of Ryanites is now experiencing what the GACSS has to offer.” She 
rested her hands on her lap. “So, why have you come to visit Plaidstadt, 
Chandlerr” She paid a brief glimpse of the briefcase next to Chandler’s chair. 

“Again, it’s got much to do with my upcoming wedding.” He scratched the 
back of his neck. “I was wondering if you might be interested in being the maid of 
honor at my wedding?” 

Allison shook her head. “Sorry, I think Pll pass.” 

“Either way, Halfrida and I will still invite you and Harold, along with 
everyone else.” 

“Tt’s the thought that counts.” 

“Right.” Chandler nodded. 

“Will Harold be the best man?” 

“No, he refused, much to his sister’s chagrin.” He slouched on the chair. 
“Don’t get me wrong, I don’t mind that Harold’s not one of the groomsman. It’s 
for his safety, especially after, you know, the March 21st Plot.” 

“People are still reeling after his botched assassination that day. Nobody’s 
more shaken by it than Harold.” Allison’s eyes were still glued to the leather 


O h, I thought you knew?” Allison poured a steel kettle of decaf coffee into a 
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briefcase. “Sorry if I’m being nosy, but are you also here on some other reason 
besides your wedding plans?” 

Chandler dodged the question. “What do you mean?” 

“That briefcase...” She pointed at it. “I was beginning to think you were here 
to speak with Harold or Halfrida?” 

“Oh, you mean this?” Chandler gazed at the briefcase. “Are they available at 
the moment?” Chandler’s steel-gray eyes made contact with Allison’s sapphires. “I 
was ordered by the General Staff of RGA High Command to send the twins a 
message. It’s an important one.” 

“What kind of message?” Allison mused. 

Chandler shook his head. “You know Tm not at the liberty to elaborate 
further, Allison.” He crossed his arms. “I’ve told you this many times.” 

“Indeed,” Allison said, “But you should know that Harold and Halfrida are 
both busy people. As of late, they've been having a series of important meetings 
with their Cousin inside the State Chancellor’s office. Speaker Ulrich keeps the 
doors locked at all times, so I don’t recommend barging in.” 

“Tt’s important that I...” 

“T understand.” She held up her index finger. “There’s been a lot of other 
sensitive and classified documents being handled at the State Chancellor’s office. 
If you want me to deliver it to them, I’ll be more than happy to do so.” 

“Okay, if you insist...” Chandler picked up the briefcase and handed it to 
Allison. “Whatever you do, make sure it gets to Harold, Halfrida, and Ulrich. 
Emperor Raynerson would love to get his dirty hands on whatever’s inside.” 

Allison nodded her head. “T’ll made sure it gets to them before the end of the 
day.” She uncrossed her legs and straightened her posture. “Will that be all>” 

“So you're still not interested in being the maid of honor?” 

“Like I said, ?m not.” 

“Well, I have to get going now.” Chandler got up from his chair. He stepped 
forth and shook Allison’s hand. “It was nice talking to you, Allison. I look forward 
to seeing you again soon.” 

“Same here,” Allison smiled. “May your marriage be a long, prosperous, and 
fruitful one, Chandler.” 

2 KK 

The right-hand door of the State Chancellor’s office opened. Walther leaned 
his back on the door, his hand wrapped around the door handle. His wife stepped 
out of the room and waited in the hallway. “Danke sch6n, Kamerad Ulrich,” 
Walther thanked Ulrich. He closed the behind him. 

The Lovers conversed in the central hallway on the third floor of Plaidstadt. 
“Harold and Halfrida are always inside the State Chancellor’s office,’ Isolde told 
her husband. “Their Cousin visits them almost every day afterschool to have 
private meetings there. And neither of those three wants to spill the beans!” 

“Those three are making crucial plans for the upcoming Great Leaps 
Westward,” Walther reminded her. “It will surely take time. And it’s best that the 
nature of their meetings be kept under wraps until they’re ready in May.” 
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“Naturlich,’ Isolde said. “Let’s head back to our penthouse in Sektor Ost.” 
She held onto Walther’s hand. 

He nodded. “Ja, we should get going.” 

The Lovers turned left and walked down the hall to the elevator lobby. A few 
doors down, they advanced past the door to Allison’s office. The door opened 
after they had passed it. Chandler spotted them in the hallway as they turned 
around a corner on their right. He followed them to the elevator lobby. 

At the steel doors of a Thyssen-Krupp elevator, Walther pushed a down- 
arrow button on a panel next to the door. The button glowed blue as the elevator 
was called to the third floor. 

“Walther, Isolde,” Chandler called out to them. “Do you have a second?” 

The Lovers faced him. The elevator doors opened to reveal an empty, well-lit 
cabin. “Ja, Chandler,” Walther spoke, “What is it?” 

“Did you hear about my recent proposal to Halfrida?”? Chandler asked them. 
“A few days ago, I dropped on my knees and offered her a ring. It was then she 
and I decided that we’re getting married in May.” 

“Halfrida told us everything, about a couple minutes ago, at Harold’s office.” 
Isolde pointed at the hallway behind Chandler. “She said the wedding will be held 
at the Cathedral Basilica of Saints Peter and Paul. Und, ja, His Eminence, Cardinal 
Wolk has agreed to preside over it.” 

“Great, we're all on the same page then.” Chandler cracked a smile. “I feared 
that you two were unaware of our plans this coming May.” 

“As her godparents,” Walther spoke, “We are grateful that Ulrich told us in 
advance. He has even made all the arrangements for you and her.” He pointed his 
finger at him. “You should thank him whenever you see him.” 

“Pll let him know soon enough,” Chandler promised. 

Walther snickered. “Are you sure you're ready to get married?”’ He smirked at 
him. “Not too long ago, you were discerning over joining the priesthood or getting 
married to some other girl like my goddaughter.” 

Chandler straightened his posture. “I have made up my mind regarding my 
discernment, Walther.” He placed his hands behind his waist. “After many years 
of prayers, I now believe that God wants me to marry Halfrida before she 
graduates from high school.” 

“Ei, I digress.” Walther tapped on Chandler’s shoulder. “You should not 
rush through your Hochzeit, your wedding. It may last a single day, but the 
commitment itself lasts a lifetime.” He wrapped his arm around Isolde. “For 
example, my wife and I have been married for seventy years now.” 

He gazed into Isolde’s eyes. “While we are legally dead and my wife no longer 
shares my surname, we will always be together for as long we live.” He kissed her 
forehead. 

The truth blew Chandler’s skull open. His mouth remained agape. “Seventy 
years?! Has your marriage really been that long?” 

“Ja,” Isolde said. “When did the Second World War end?” 

“1945,” Chandler answered. 
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“And the year is 2015,” Walther added. “Therefore, Isolde and I have been 
married for seventy years. Our anniversary is coming soon, by the way.” He and 
his wife chuckled. 

“Nice, I wish the best for both of you.” Chandler shook the Lovers’ hands. 
“But I must admit: Halfrida and I are wondering who should be our bridesmaid 
and best man.” He pointed his thumb the hall behind him. “Earlier, I asked 
Allison if she was interested to be the bridesmaid, and she declined. And we all 
know that Harold doesn’t want to be the best man either.” 

“You are struggling to find candidates for either?” Isolde’s eyes narrowed. 

“That’s right.” Chandler nodded. 

“If that is the case, then my husband and I will be your best man and 
bridesmaid,”’ Isolde said. 

“Are you serious?” A wide erin spread across Chandlet’s face. 

The Lovers nodded. 

“Thank God,” Chandler smiled. 

“Tt is best that we partake in those roles,’ Walther said. “I doubt having 
Margaret, Drusilla, or Hannelore as the bridesmaid would not a good idea. The 
same applies for Virgil and Lance as the best man.” 

“Will either of you let Halfrida know?’ Chandler asked. He recalled his 
orders to return to Castle Blackstone after delivering the briefcase. “I got a couple 
errands to run for RGA High Command.” 

“You can count on me, Chandler,” Walther told him. “T will let her know 
whenever she is available.” 

“For now,” Isolde said, “Be glad that your discernment has come to its 
proper conclusion.” Her shoulders rose. “Or not, who knows? May God’s Will be 
done.” She and her husband snickered. 

Walther pushed the button on the panel. The elevator doors reopened. The 
Lovers walked into the elevator cabin and the doors closed again. 

2 KK 
(One week later) 

Uncertainty engulfed the air inside the Brotzman twins’ home. A stack of 
documents compiled by Ulrich was left on the coffee table between the two 
couches in the living room. All of it concerned the wedding between Halfrida and 
Chandler. The Lovers lounged in the living room at Harold and Halfrida’s house. 
They sat together in the couch facing the path to the kitchen. 

Walther held a clipboard on one hand and a fountain pen on the other. He 
examined his handwriting on the piece of paper attached to it. The entries detailed 
his personal to-do list in preparation for the wedding. A dark checkmark next to 
each entry separated the completed from the uncompleted. 

Isolde grabbed the papers and straightened the pile on the coffee table. She 
sorted through the papers until she discovered her and Walther’s old marriage 
certificates. One copy came from the Catholic Church, the other from the Nazis. 
Both parties referred to the Lovers as ‘Walther and Isolde Schaffer’. 
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Also found among the papers were the Lovers’ personal death certificates, 
filed by the Red Cross. Isolde glanced at the date of death on their separate copies. 
Both recorded their deaths on “12 April, 1945’. Cause of death: suicide. 

Walther observed the documents in his wife’s hands. He check-marked 
several entries on his to-do list, with labels such as ‘Lovers’ personal records to 
His Eminence’. Sebr gut, that’s fewer things I need to deal with. 

The morning sun brightened the room through its unobstructed windows. 
On the wall next to the fireplace, the large hand on the Swiss cuckoo clock was at 
the top of the hour. The little hand had reached the seven o’clock position, 
represented on the clock as the Roman numeral ‘VID’. 

The cuckoo bird popped out of its little birdhouse and chirped several times 
before retreating backing to its home. A music box rendition of the ‘Swedish 
Rhapsody’ played. Shuffling through the pile of papers, Isolde eyed the clock. 
“That cuckoo clock brings back a lot of memories, Walther.” 

“You don’t say?” He pointed the tip of his fountain pen at a few entries 
scrawled below near the bottom of the list. “Roles, wedding cake, reception...,” he 
murmuted. I should speak to the others at the breakfast table. 

“Ja, Harold and Halfrida were still newborns when we gave the clock to their 
late parents,” his wife spoke in a sentimental voice. “I am happy that it still works 
after all these years.” 

The aroma of eggs and cheese wafted out of the kitchen. Chandler was 
cooking one of his esteemed omelets for Lance, Drusilla, Virgil, Hannelore, and 
Margaret. The other five were seated around the breakfast table, chatting about the 
upcoming wedding. 

From upstairs, jackboots stomped on the hardwood steps of the stairs. Was 
ist los? Walther tilted his head at the short corridor on his left. The lights on the 
ceiling of the house’s foyer flickered to life. 

“Are you done yet, Harold?” Halfrida shouted as she charged to the front 
door. She was dressed in the female Bishop Dowell uniform. “Hurry up or else 
we're going to be late!” She opened it, turned around, and faced the bathroom 
door at the top of the stairs. 

“Tl be down there in a second!” Harold yelled back. 

“Well, make it quick!” Halfrida blared. “Cousin doesn’t have all day!” 

Outside, the Maybach engine inside the twins’ Mercedes-Benz 600 Grofer 
was revving to go and take them to Plaidstadt. The chauffeur honked the horn. 
The noise was as loud as the wails of a hundred Stuka dive bombers. 

Dressed in his Bishop Dowell uniform, Harold rushed down the stairs to 
reunite with his sister. He combed his slicked hair back with a plastic comb and 
dumped it in the pockets of his khaki jodhpurs. “Sorry, ?’m took too long.” He 
adjusted his dark-gray tie. 

“What took you so long?” she snorted. 

“T was fixing my hair.” He showed her his trimmed sideburns and the tapered 
hairs on the back of his head. “How do I look?” 
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“You're looking good as always.” She patted his back and pointed at the 
armored Mercedes parked by the curbside. “Come on, let’s go!” Halfrida ran out 
of the house. Her brother bolted, slamming the door shut, forgetting to lock it. 
The foyer lights were left on. 

The armored Mercedes floored it, the engine roaring. Even from inside the 
twins’ house, Walther heard the sound of screeching tires. Mein Gott, I regret not 
being strict enough on those twins. He placed the clipboard on his wife’s lap. “Pll be 
right back, Liebe Isolde.” 

“Go right ahead,” his wife said. 

Walther got up and went to the front door. If this was Sektor Ost or even 
Neadeutschland, we can leave the door unlocked. He locked the door, switched the lights 
off and returned to his wife. He sat back down on the couch. 

“That look on your face,” Isolde spoke to him. “What’s gotten into your” 

“Oh, it is nothing,” he shrugged. 

“You sound displeased,” she said. “Is something wrong?” 

“So you noticed?” 

Isolde nodded. “You can tell me anything. I am your Frau, after all.” She 
gigeled. “Today is our anniversary. Be happy for once.” 

“T would if I could...” He stared at the time on the cuckoo clock. 

“Go on, what’s on your mind?” 

“What's on my mind’? It’s our godchildren.” Walther reclined on the couch, 
His sapphire eyes making contact with his wife’s own sapphires. “We are supposed 
to be their godparents, yet we treat them like they are our friends.” 

He pointed at the crucifix on the wall in front of them. “When they were 
baptized, we swore that we would guide them in their devotion to Him. Maybe we 
are not being strict enough on them.” 

“Harold and Halfrida aren’t bad Kinder, Walther,’ his wife questioned. 
“Theyre good kids who were raised right by their parents, no matter how dubious 
their crossdressing habits are.” She cocked her head to the side. “Let me guess: are 
we having that same talk again?” 

“Nei,” he told her. “This has nothing to do with our inability to create our 
own family, Isolde. Every day, I worry about our goddaughter and her decision to 
marty Chandler. Horst Brotzman was mistaken to allow him into his own family. 
The old man is probably getting senile.” 

“What is there to not like about Chandler?” 

“Before he fell in love with Halfrida, he was discerning the priesthood. If he 
is certain that God wanted him to marry her, their marriage must not be a 
‘marriage of convenience’. The last thing we both want is their marriage falling 
apart a few months or a couple years later.” 

“Naturlich,” Isolde agreed, “This decision of theirs did creep up to us without 
warning. But I also feel that maybe this is what Halfrida and Chandler really want. 
Halfrida, like her brother, will soon be adults who will bear her own burdens. Isn’t 
that what we, as the twins’ godparents, want?” 

“What do we want?” 
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“To uphold our promise, as godparents, that Harold and Halfrida will be 
confident, upstanding, and well-bred adults. Fervent Catholics that wish nothing 
less than to love and serve God, even on the battlefield. Pray for them, just as you 
pray for Harold and his work as State Chancellor.” 

“And so, I shall...” Walther made the sign of the cross and whispered a brief 
prayer for Halfrida and Chandler’s future together. 

Chandler walked into the living room. “The omelets are ready, Lovers.” 

“Danke, but my wife and I had our fill before we got here,” Walther told him. 
“Before you go, Chandler...” 

“What can I do for your” Chandler leaned on the backyard door. 

“Tell the others that I need to speak with them in the living room.” 

“You mean, right now?” 

“Nein, after they finished their meals.” 

“Sure.” Chandler left the living room. 

2 KK 

At Walther’s behest, Chandler and the others gathered in the living room 
minutes after eating breakfast. Lance and Margaret sat in the other couch, while 
Chandler, Virgil, Hannelore, and Drusilla stood behind them. “As we all know,” 
Walther told them, “Chandler and Halfrida planning their Hochzeit in May. 

“However, my wife and I have come across a problem. If His Eminence 
decides that we cannot be their matron of honor and best man, then we are at a 
crossroads. I am certain that the rest of you, barring Chandler, would not be 
qualified for such responsibilities.” 

“Understood,” Drusilla retorted. 

“Fine by me,” Hannelore replied. 

“That’s reassuring,” Lance responded. 

“True, true,” Virgil muttered. 

“Alright.” Margaret’s glasses drooped down her nose. She adjusted them. 

“That being said,” Walther continued, “We are also in need of people to take 
over various roles in this wedding.” He picked up the clipboard and read aloud the 
remaining entries. “Right now, we need four bridesmaids and four groomsmen, 
three flower girls and a ring bearer. We also need to send out the invitations and 
baking the wedding cake.” 

“Tl take care of the wedding cake,” Lance volunteered. 

“And Pll send out the invitations,” added Drusilla. 

“Harold, Virgil, Lance, and Ulrich could be the groomsmen,” Hannelore 
suggested. “Margaret, Drusilla, and I could be the bridesmaids.” 

“Except Ulrich refused,” Isolde said. 

“And you’re short on one person on Halfrida’s end, Hannelore.” Drusilla 
held up an index finger. “We need a fourth girl.” 

“But the question is who,” Margaret chimed. 

“Margaret, didn’t you tell us you had a sister back home?” Virgil recalled. 
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Margaret nodded. “Jennifer could, however, she is not as close to Halfrida as 
she is to Harold.” She turned to Walther. “Have we considered who was going to 
this wedding?” 

Walther looked at the invitation list. “It includes prominent Ryanite 
Jackbooters, a couple RGA and Adelbu generals, some Remnants businessmen 
and military officers, and a couple bureaucrats from the Dweller Coalition.” 

Isolde glimpsed at the list. “There is also a short laundry list of American 
Catholic clergymen, religious, and laity. Most of these people, we’ve never met.” 

“Are there any people that we interacted with in the past?” 

“James, Percival, and Jennifer Richardson; Peter and Timothy MacDonald; 
Representatives Henry MacDonald, Anthony Accardo, and Nadine Bianchi; 
Commissar Francis Leblanc, Eddie Mack; Prime Minister Lester von Baumgartner; 
Allison Schmidt; Ingeborg Bauer; and CSI Secretary Victor Gordon.” 

Hannelore raised her voice. “My sister was invited?!” 

“Scratch that one.” Isolde pointed at the name of Hannelore’s sister. 

“Ja.” Walther crossed it out. “She won’t be going, Hannelore.” 

“Thank God.” Hannelore breathed a sigh of relief. 

“To be fair, none of us haven’t seen Henry and Nadine since Fame and 
Honor,” Isolde said, breaking the fourth wall. “The author wanted to include them 
in The Plaid Dream, but J intuit personal troubles on his end.” 

Everyone stared at her with puzzled looks and confused gazes. Even her 
husband was bewildered. “Am I the only one who knows these things? We’re 
nearing the end of this novel, The Dawning Day, and we have one just entry left in 
this saga of ours.” 

“Regardless, Isolde, I believe we can make arrangements for those two to be 
groomsman and bridesmaid.” Walther wrote a note to himself on the paper 
attached to the clipboard list. 

“That being said, for the flower girls, we could invite the News Sisters,” 
Drusilla suggested. 

“T don’t think Halfrida will mind anyway,” Margaret chimed, “So yeah...” 

“Then the ring bearer should be Representative Accardo,” Chandler said. “I 
would have chosen Marcus, but he’s gone now.” He sighed. Regret still lingered 
within him. “Had we rescued him sooner...,” he muttered under his throat. “Uh, 
never mind that...” 

“Alright, it looks like got everything covered on Walther’s clipboard,” 
Margaret said. “Will that be all, Walther?” 

He nodded. “Ja. That is all.” 
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Chapter Twenty Four: Operation 


Barbarossa: The Sequel? 
(Ryanite Chorus; March 14°—22"", 2015) 


“This Cousin of Harold and Halfrida loves to impress everyone with his administrative genius. 


You can quote me on that.” 

Mc blocked the window and the dark night outside her Arlington 
house. The door to her room was closed. From her inbox, she slammed a 

heavy stack of papers on the desk. 

All of it came straight from RGA High Command. The pages formed a single 
document, compiling a dry, detailed timeline of aerial intrusions over Ryanite bases 
and installations in Otherworld. Margaret yawned as she combed through every 
sentence, every paragraph typed on the pages. 

Several high-resolution photographs were stapled to the pages, an X drawn 
over them with a red marker. The photos concerned her more than anything. The 
surest proof that Lady Ostara, my parents’ killer, is still out there, she swore to herself. She 
plucked all of the photos from the staples and the rest of the document. 

Each photo depicted a finger-four formation of four glowing orbs. Some 
photos showed them glowing blue, others green, and a handful bright red. 
Margaret’s dark-blue eyes squinted at the ones with the red orbs. The hand-drawn 
Xs almost obscured them. 

Thanks to Chandler, Margaret knew what those orbs were. Those have to be 
Ostara’s ‘Magic Eyes’, she thought. She glanced at the page she last left off. 

The current page displayed recovered blueprints of the ‘Magic Eye’, a disk- 
shaped spy plane developed by the Conspiracy. Powered by twin vector-thrust 
propulsion engines, the Magic Eye relied on its unrivaled speed and maneuvering 
to balance its lack of weapons. Margaret set the documents aside. 

Five photos had her name scribbled in the back. To Margaret, they read. She 
recognized the cursive handwriting as Harold’s. She separated the written ones 
from the others and studied them. The remaining five were images taken a few 
weeks ago. Three of them were still shots from one of the video cameras installed 
on Halfrida’s big gun, the Ha/frda Brotzman Geschiitz, in Other-Orlando. 

The first photo showed its barrel pointing at a formation of five glowing 
orbs, thousands of the feet in the air. The second photo showed the HBG firing a 
shot at the Magic Eyes. The third revealed one orb plummeting in flames, the 
other four out of view. 

The fourth photo showed RGA soldiers and vehicles assembling at the crash 
site of the downed Magic Eye. The last one had a soldier crouched next to it, 
extending a roll of measuring tape across the entire airframe. 


-Margaret Diana Richardson 


argaret sat at the desk inside her bedroom. The desk lamp was left on. 
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Anger raged within Margaret. The blood in her veins boiled. She banged a 
clenched fist on the desk. Dammit, she’s stz// out there, and we all know it! She swept 
the papers and the photos aside, scattering them all over the floor. 

Someone knocked on the door. Margaret froze. Jennifer is waiting outside. In a 
hurry, she snatched the fallen papers and photographs off the floor and returned 
to her seat. “Who is it?” She shuffled the loose papets into a neat pile. 

“Tt’s Jen,” Jennifer spoke. “Are you still awake?” 

“Yep, I sure am,” she responded. “Please come in.” 

The door opened, and Jennifer entered her room. “It’s almost midnight,” 
Jennifer said, standing by the doorway. “Shouldn’t you be going to bed now?” 

Margaret shook her head. “I can’t,” she told her quadruplet sister. “I have a 
lot of homework that needs to be completed.” She stuffed the documents in her 
outbox, below her inbox. “You said you wanted to speak with mer” 

Jennifer nodded. “You remembered...” She wrapped her right hand around 
her left wrist, eyes looking down on the carpeted floor. 

“What's the matter?” Margaret pressed her elbow on the desk, her head 
leaning against the palm of her hand. “Did something happen at school?” 

“No, it’s got nothing to do with Bishop Dowell.” Jennifer shook her head. 
“Listen, ’ve been thinking...and Percival and I have been talking for some time 
now.” She leaned her back against the door of her sister’s room. “Both of us have 
decided that we’re going to rejoin the rest of our old unit, the Lebgarde. The 
exploits of our big sister these past couple months was enough to convince us.” 

“What Pve been doing in the Otherworld was some of the most grueling 
fighting in all of Brotzmanskrieg,” Margaret questioned. “Every time Pm in 
combat, I risk my life for what we have created for ourselves and other Ryanites. 
Jennifer, didn’t you and Percival agree to take care of James and Grandpa Marty?” 

“James is almost a man now,” Jennifer told her. “He can take care of 
himself.” She tilted her head at the hallway outside Margaret’s room. Loud 
coughing echoed from across the hall. “Grandpa Marty’s health is deteriorating, 
and the doctor said the chemotherapy did more harm than good.” 

Margaret gasped. “How long before he buys the farm?” 

“The doctor said ‘less than three months.”’ Jennifer turned to her sister and 
held up three fingers on one hand. “I’m starting to wonder if our futures are at 
stake.” She tilted her chin down and stared at her feet. “If Grandpa Marty’s gone, 
who'll put food on the table and pay the bills? How are we going to pay for our 
college education without falling in debt like so many before us?” 

“T will’ Margaret pointed at herself. 

Jennifer scoffed. “Just you alone?” She folded her arms. “I don’t buy that.” 

Margaret’s eyebrows rose. “Why are you talking to me like that?” She cocked 
her head to the side. “Are you still having nightmares of killing your boyfriend at 
Setonburg Central Railway?” 

“So you knew?” Jennifer stared at the palms of her hands. Her scarred mind 
conjured her pale hands drenched in her late boyfriend’s blood. The heavy smoke 
that enveloped the hallway Joseph died. His final death moans. 
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A tear flowed of her eye. It rolled her cheek. She wiped another tear with her 
fingers. “From the bottom of my heart,” she sobbed, “I feel like Joe would be 
disappointed in me if I...I stayed out of the war for another day. Even Percival is 
almost...thinking the same thing, you know?” 

This doesnt seem like her usual self, Margaret thought. “Have you been taking 
yout D-VIIT supplements lately?” she asked. 

“T have,” Jennifer answered. “But even a drug that powerful cannot triumph 
over my God-given Free Will, Margaret.” She sighed. “Some things in life, you’ll 
never forget. Other things remind you of how fragile a person’s life can be. How 
easy it is to snuff it out with a single bullet.” 

“Yeah,” Margaret agreed, “And I know what you mean. Once a life has been 
taken, there’s no way of bringing them back...” 

“Which is why Percival and I will rejoin the Leibgarde soon,” Jennifer 
interjected. “You're right: Pm still ashamed of killing Joe that day. Pll be more 
ashamed of myself if I can’t move on with my life.” 

“So what do you want me to do?” 

“Nothing,” Jennifer told her, “I wanted somebody to listen to me, hear me 
out for once. James doesn’t care, Percival’s too busy with track practice, and 
Grandpa Marty’s in poor health. You were always there for me in all my ups and 
downs. Right now, I need you more than ever.” 

“My dear sister...,’ Margaret muttered under her throat. “I would do 
anything for us siblings to fight alongside one another someday.” 

Jennifer yawned. “Thanks for listening to me. I’m going back to my room.” 

“Are you sure?” Margaret said. “You can stay for a little while longer.” 

“No,” Jennifer replied, “I feel I should get some rest. Good night, Margaret.” 
She closed the door on her way out of Margaret’s room. 

For minutes, Margaret sat at her desk in silence. When will this war end? 

2 KK 
(Four days later) 

In a garage somewhere in the industrial part of Wonderland, Lance and 
Hannelore escorted a blindfolded Drusilla to her new MAFV. Their arms wrapped 
hers, they dragged her toward him. The whole garage was empty, save for the 
MAFYV parked in the middle of the interior. 

Outside, industrial machinery and tools clanged and banged. Fleets of trucks 
honked their loud horns while traveling asphalt roads. Thousands of Ryanite 
workers toiled in nearby factories and workshops to build new weapons for the 
RGA and its allies. 

The Dewy-Princess stood before the three, reborn from a Remnants arms 
factory as the Allies bombed it. Even from afar, the steel-gray chassis still smelled 
of fresh paint. 

“Are we almost there?” Drusilla said to Lance. 

“Youre almost there,” Lance replied. “Just keep going.” 

“How about now?” She held out her arms and waved them around, as if 
trying to find the seventy ton miniature King Tiger in the room. 
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“Getting warmer,” he told her. 

They stopped within three yards from the Hannibal I/B. Hannelore pulled 
her arm away from Drusilla. Lance did the same. He nodded at Hannelore. 

Hannelore nodded back. “Okay,” she told Drusilla, “You can take the 
blindfold off now.” 

Drusilla untied the blindfold wrapped around her closed eyes. 

“Say hello to our little friend,’ Lance declared, gesturing at the Hannibal 
II/B. He cackled. “I’ve always wanted to say that!” 

I guess Representative Accardo isn’t the only who watches Scarface in a hot tub somewhere, 
Hannelore thought. A far more perverted thought came to mind. An image 
conjuted in her head. It depicted Halfrida Brotzman secretly orgasming to a 
reading of Rebuilding America’s Defenses overt her school textbooks. 

Hannelore’s eyes widened. I need to see a priest after this! She cleansed her mind 
and corrected herself by remembering the real truth. Correction: Accardo watches The 
Passion of the Christ in a hot tub somewhere. 

Drusilla rolled the blindfold into a jumbled-up ball of cloth as she opened 
them. Her jaw dropped the moment she saw the Hannibal II/B. Smiling and 
clenching both hands, she jumped up and down in joy. “It’s here, it’s here! The 
new Hannibal II/B is here!” 

Wow, she’s like a child in a candy store right now, Hannelore thought. 

Drusilla shifted her head between Hannelore and Lance. “I’ve always wanted 
to get my hands on something like this!” She embraced both of them, her hands 
patting their backs. 

“Tt’s the least we could do, Drusilla.” Lance grinned and eyed Hannelore. 

“And don’t just thank me for it.” Hannelore pointed her finger at Lance. “He 
didn’t do all the work for me. I had to do everything myself.” 

“Oh come on, Hannelore...,” Lance chuckled, “You don’t have to be rude!” 
He shifted the blame away from himself. “I did my part with shipping and 
handling.” 

“Are you terrible at geography?” Hannelore screamed. “The coordinates you 
sent to the Remnants’ delivery planes was in the middle of the freaking North 
Pole! They teleported in and almost started a nuclear war between Russia and the 
US!” She growled and clenched her teeth. “You, on the other hand, did nothing 
but cry in the airport bathroom!” 

“What’s this all about?” Drusilla voiced confusion. Her head shifted between 
the two. “A nuclear war with Russia is a good thing?” 

“Tt’s totally winnable,” Lance told her. “Ask Napoleon and shat other guy.” He 
turned to Hannelore. “Who cares if I ruined American relations with Russia? Life 
moves on and I’m sure you still got boatloads of money.” 

“And your point is...2”? Hannelore crossed her arms. 

“What matters is that you gave something to a friend in need.” Lance turned 
to Drusilla. “Isn’t that right, Drusilla?” 

Drusilla winked. “Yep,” she agreed. “That’s right.” She and Lance laughed. 
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“Whatever,” Hannelore sighed. She folded her arms shook her head. Way the 
hell did I max out my credit card by buying over two hundred Hannibal I/Bs for Drusilla? 
“Dammit, I wish had a cousin just like Ulrich Brotzman!” she shouted at the top 
of her lungs, her voice echoing from the corrugated metal ceiling. 

2 KK 
(Four days later) 

The Brotzman twins and Ulrich were huddled around the State Chancellor’s 
desk. The doors to the office were locked from the inside, the windows shuttered 
and covered with window blinds and curtains. The room was dark and quiet. 

A couple sounds were heard. Fleets of Ryanite A-Wing fighters took off and 
landed in the airfield behind the office. A clock, mounted on a wall near the desk, 
chimed at the top of the hour. Someone unrolled a map. The muffled voice of 
Allison conversing with someone reverberated through the sturdy doors. 

“Oh, you mustn’t disturb them, Your Eminence,” Allison said to them. 
“They’re in a meeting.” 

Wait, is Cardinal Wolk talking to Allison outside the office? Harold pondered to 
himself. Twice, he felt someone tapping his hand with theirs. 

“Turn on the lamp, Harold,” Ulrich whispered. 

“T got it.’ Harold’s hand latched onto a windup switch attached to the desk 
lamp. He twisted it clockwise. No light. He twisted it again. A dim light flickered. 
“That should do it.” 

The lamp illuminated a short radius around the desk, revealing a large map, a 
tin box of wax pencils, and a powerful magnifying glass. The desk computer, 
keyboard, and hard drive had been removed. Halfrida leaned her lower arms on 
the desk. Ulrich stood in front of it. Harold stood behind it. Together, they 
studied the map. 

The map, drawn by the General Staff of RGA High Command, depicted the 
entire continental United States and Canada along Catholic diocesan lines. Every 
Diocese and Archdiocese was shown on the map, including Hawaii’s Honolulu 
Diocese and Alaska’s Anchorage Archdiocese along with its subordinate Dioceses, 
Juneau and Fairbanks. Various cities, towns, highways, and country roads were 
also shown. 

“They could have colored in the territories for us,” Halfrida complained. 

“After rejecting their plans,” Ulrich said, “They want us to do it for them.” 

“T can see why.” Harold pried the lid open with his fingers. He picked up a 
wax pencil from the tin box and highlighted the Mississippi River in blue. He then 
drew lines on the southern borders of Michigan’s peninsulas and across New 
York’s, stopping at the mouth of the Hudson River in New York City. “These 
lines are the furthest reach the Republic and the RGA have in both the Real World 
and the Other World. Every Catholic school beyond those lines is controlled by 
the Underground, FYC, IDA, or PNU.” 

“Or better yet,” Ulrich interjected, “Allied control.” 

Halfrida asked him. “What about the Dweller World?” 


205 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

“Why bother?” he told her. “You and your brother told High Command that 
your area of operation during the Great Leaps Westward is the Otherworld. That’s 
why you don’t have the alternate map for the Dweller World.” 

“Yes, of course.” She rolled her eyes. 

Above the blue lines, Harold drew red lines. “It’s for the sake of our grand 
strategy to win Brotzmanskrieg.” He glided his finger pointed along each red line. 
“They're meant to denote Allied lines in both Real World and Otherworld.” 

“If that’s the case,” Halfrida said, “Then everything in Missouri, lowa, and 
Minnesota are the only GACSS territories under Allied control.” 

“Then for simplicity’s sake, everything here will apply to the Otherworld,” 
Ulrich added. 

“Right.” Harold nodded. He drew blue opening brackets—three along the 
Mississippi and another along Michigan and New York. “Since we'll be covering a 
lot of ground in the Otherworld, I suggest High Command form four army groups 
along these brackets.” Next to each bracket, he drew a blue-checkered box over a 
square flag to denote the four army groups. 

Next to the flag below New York, Harold wrote ‘New England’. He enlarged 
it with the magnifying glass. “RGA Army Group New England is tasked with 
breaking through the Underground ‘Steel Wall’ along Other-New York.” He drew 
a blue arrow that stretched across the New England region to Boston. “Their 
target is the Underground’s capital and the Imperial Palace outside it.” 

He labelled the flag near Michigan ‘Great Lakes’. “RGA Army Group Great 
Lakes is tasked with securing the Underground’s harbors, ports, and Anomaly 
refining facilities there. 

The flag next to Other-Minnesota and Other-lowa was labelled ‘North’, 
“Army Group North will liberate Minnesota, Iowa, then move on to capturing 
both Other-Dakotas from the Protestant FYC and Communist PNU.” 

“Army Group Center will cut through Other-Missouri and occupy the 
Anomaly-rich fields of Other-Nebraska and Other-Kansas.” Harold circled the 
general region within the three aforementioned states and jotted ‘Center’ next to 
the third flag. 

The last one was named ‘South’. He circled New Orleans, Houston, San 
Antonio, Austin, Dallas, and Oklahoma City. “And Army Group South will split 
into two smaller Groups, A and B, to seize these key cities from FYC and 
Underground hands.” 

Harold continued. “Once all objectives have been secured, High Command 
will decide whether to push further west. Be ready when that happens.” 

Halfrida giggled. “This is starting to resemble Operation Barbarossa,” she 
muttered. 

“The Fatherland’s ill-fated attempt to topple the Soviet Union and liberate 
Eastern Europe from Bolshevik oppression,” Ulrich chuckled. “What a wicked 
sense of humor you have, Cousin Halfrida.” 

“Isn’t that what the Nazis wanted us to believe?” Harold mused. 
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Cousin Ulrich eyed him. “Mein Fuhrer, are we liberating oppressed non- 
Ryanites from the Catholic School Underground? Or are we acquiring more 
Lebensraum for the GACSS?” He broke out in laughter. “After all, the Emperor 
Raynerson and his hordes of Catholic homeschoolers are like the new Bolsheviks. 
They even use weapons and equipment smuggled out of Putin’s Russia.” 

‘“What’s this all of all sudden?” Harold cocked his head to the side. 

“Didn’t you hear what your sister saidr” Ulrich pointed at her. “She said the 
Great Leaps Westward was beginning to look like Operation Barbarossa.” 

“Should we keep the ‘Great Leaps Westward’ moniker or should we give it a 
better name?” Before Harold could reply, he added, “Tl leave that one up to you.” 

“Superstition is quite a bad habit, I hear,” Harold voiced. 

Ulrich shook his head. “But had we called it “Operation Serra’ and it fails, it 
would be a disgrace to Blessed Junfpero Serra.” 

A reminder cropped up inside Halfrida’s head. “That reminds me.” She 
snapped her fingers. “I heard the Pope will declare him a Saint later this year.” 

“That’s my point,” Ulrich told her. “Therefore, let’s not name this operation 
after any saints.” 

“Fine, Pl let High Command know,” Harold replied. “Are we clear on what’s 
going on down later this year?” 

Halfrida blurted, “Hey, where on this map will the Leibgarde be?” 

“Where else?” Harold opened one of the desk drawers, took out a blue 
thumbtack, and pinned it next to St. Louis on the eastern bank of the Mississippi 
River. “Sounds fair?” 

“Jawohl, Mein Fuhrer.” She rubbed her hands in a conniving manner. 

They’re not going to stop being politically incorrect with these Nazi jokes. Harold 
smacked the palm of his hand against his forehead. 
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Chapter Twenty Five: Arsenal Of Evangelization 


(Ryanite Chorus; March 31*-April 4°", 2015) 


“French trucks, Russian petroleum, German firearms, Turkish tobacco, Swiss tools, Spanish 
leather, Columbian coffee, Japanese electronics. ..that’s ‘keeping up with the Brotzmans for you.”” 
-Walther Schaffer 


he doors to the senior lounge at St. Eustace were locked from the outside. 

All Jackbooter businesses in the GACSS were closed in honor of the Holy 

Week, as Easter was several days away. No one was inside the room except 
Harold and Hannelore. For Harold, it was the perfect time to rest after being 
awake for the past thirty six hours. 

He laid flat on a three-seat couch. A blanket draped his body, his head 
cushioned by a soft white pillow. A pair of earplugs blocked his ears. While 
resting, Harold tilted his body to the right. 

Chatter reverberated beyond the doors. In the outside hallway, teenage girls 
bantered with one another as they flooded the hall by the hundreds. Minute by 
minute, the voices dwindled. By 3:05PM, the hallway fell silent. 

A plastic box of nail polish lay on a coffee table between the two couches. 
Still in uniform, Hannelore sat on another couch next to the table. She took off 
her brown oxfords and matching tights. She laid her bare feet on the coffee table 
and grabbed a vial of gold nail polish. Twisting the black cap, she brushed the 
toenails on her left foot. 

Just as she worked on her other foot, a clicking sound echoed across the 
room. Hannelore froze. She tilted her head to a corner on het left. 

A Teleportation Transponder, a rectangular-shaped device to allow instant 
transportation between two locations, lay in a corner across the room. The upper 
half of the device counter-rotated at a rapid pace. A golden door materialized 
above the Teleportation Transponder. The golden door opened itself. 

Seven bodies materialized in front of the device. Halfrida, Margaret, the 
Lovers, Chandler, Lance, Drusilla, and Virgil appeared inside the senior lounge. 
Chandler, Lance, Drusilla, Virgil and the Lovers were clad in their Fackeltrager 
suits. Halfrida and Margaret wore female Bishop Dowell uniforms. 

Their guns drawn, the eight walked up to Hannelore and Harold. The 
floating golden door faded. The Teleportation Transponder deactivated. 

“Ts it he alright?” Halfrida pointed at her brother. 

Hannelore nodded. “The student nurse said he needed some rest. I brought 
him here before afternoon prayers.” She resumed painting her toenails. 

“Ate we going to be safe in here?” Lance voiced concern. “Chandler, Virgil, 
Walther, and I are in an all-girl school. It’s not right for us guys.” 

Virgil nudged Lance’s upper arm with his elbow. “Wouldn’t you say the same 
for Harold?” He gestured at Harold, still crossdressing as his sister. 

“Why should any of us cate, Lancer” Halfrida said. “It’s not like anyone at St. 
Eustace is aware of what Harold and I are doing.” 
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For months, everyone had developed mixed feelings about the Brotzman 
twins’ crossdressing. Chandler, Margaret, Virgil, and Lance formed the camp that 
questioned the twins’ motives. 

“Ts this the sort of thing that is permissible these days?” Chandler asked. 

“We live in dangerous times, Chandler,” Halfrida reminded her fiancée. “My 
brother was almost assassinated last March 21s. I had to do everything in my 
power to look after Harold, protect him.” 

“But still, it’s just not right,” Margaret spoke. “At some point, people are 
going to find out that Harold spent his entire senior year at St. Eustace.” 

“Yeah, this wasn’t in my job description,” Virgil chimed. 

“As long as no one talks, we'll be fine,” Halfrida told them. “It’s not like 
anyone will figure it out anytime soon.” 

“T don’t know about that,” Lance voiced. “T think they will find out.” 

The Lovers, Hannelore, and Drusilla backed Halfrida. 

“Or not,” Hannelore said from the couch. 

“Anything is possible,” Drusilla added. 

“And if people did find out, will they also uncover all the Remnants and 
Dwellers within the GACSS?” Isolde said. “I can’t imagine the outside world 
discovering me and Walther’s existence anytime soon.” 

“Some things are necessary in times of war,’ Walther argued. “If this 
arrangement keeps Harold safe from all harm, who ate we to judge?” 

Chandler frowned at Walther. “You're telling me this is permissible?” 

“To each own, I suppose,” Isolde told him. 

“Enough!” Halfrida addressed the others. “In the meantime, could you guys 
keep yourselves busy? I need to make a phone call.” 

“You heard Halfrida,” Walther told everyone. “We’re going to be here for a 
while, so let’s take our time.” 

Lance pointed at a pool table on the left side of the room, across from the 
Teleportation Transponder. A rack of pool sticks and a few cue chalk cubes were 
mounted on an adjacent wall. “Want to play a few rounds of billiards, Virgilr” 

“T can’t see why not.” Virgil shrugged his shoulders. 

The two boys grabbed a pool stick on a wall-mounted rack. They went to the 
pool table. Someone was kind enough to leave the table with a white cue ball and 
several balls arranged in a neat triangle. 

A tow of three dart boards were mounted on the wall next to the rack of 
pool sticks. A dart pinned a photograph of Emperor Raynerson to the board in 
the middle of the row. Over two dozen darts pierced the other boards. Walther 
and Isolde grabbed a few darts from the two boards and took turns throwing them 
at the photo of Emperor Raynerson. 

Chandler walked up to the wall next to the couch where Harold was resting. 
He leaned his back against the wall, crossed his arms, and stared at Harold. He 
shook his head in disapproval. 

Margaret and Drusilla joined Hannelore at the couch. They did each othet’s 
manicure and exchanged trivial gossip with Hannelore. 
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Meanwhile, Halfrida strolled to the far left corner of the room. She whipped 
out her satphone from her handbag and dialed an international number. As the 
phone rang, she held the satphone close to her left ear. 

The number belonged to Victor Gordon, the General Secretary of the 
Catholic School International. The person on the other end was a secretary of his. 
“Halfrida Brotzman?” A female voice spoke in a British accent. 

“Right the first time,” Halfrida retorted. “Id like to make a deal. You know 
my terms and conditions?” 

“Don’t worry,” she told her, “Pll let him. Where are we meeting?” 

“You got a pen and paper ready?” Halfrida replied. 

2K OK 
(Two days later) 

Halfrida floated in a round, luxurious bathtub embedded on the carpeted 
floor of a spacious master bedroom, naked. Layer of shampoo and soap bubbles 
covered up her submerged nakedness. She anchored her arms around the rim of 
the bathtub, her satphone standing on the floor between a chair and the golden 
faucet. The faucet, a nude Valkyrie with a large bucket and a larger rack, dumped 
hot water into the tub. A flat-screen TV set mounted on the wall in front of 
Halfrida, beside a set of gold-lined doors. 

Harold kneeled behind the faucet in his Bishop Dowell uniform. He shut it 
off. “Is the water warm enough?” 

She held up an OK sign. “Global warming feels so good.” She giggled. “You 
should jump in with me.” 

“T think T’ll pass.” Harold sat down on the chair and reached for the 
unopened copy of Catholic School Observer underneath it. He browsed the pages, 
his khaki jodhpurs crossed. 

The Brotzman twins vacationed at a 10,000 square foot mansion in a forty- 
acre summer camp, on a hill northwest of Hershey. ‘Our Lady of Lourdes Camp’ 
was situated in a nature preserve, catering to generations of American Catholic 
youths. Federal agents assisted Harold and Halfrida wage a two-week siege against 
heretical terrorists inside the summer camp. 

“Was this place owned by Life Teen?” Halfrida pondered. 

“No.” Harold turned to the next page. “Where are the others?” 

“The Lovers, Margaret, Hannelore, Lance, Virgil, and Drusilla are in the 
communal sauna down the dirt road.” She snapped her fingers. “Don’t tell me. 
You want to show everyone how small that tube between your legs is?” 

“Uh, what are you implying?” Harold settled the fanzine on his lap. 

“Come on, it’s a German-style bathhouse,” she explained. “There’re tons of 
naked dudes and girls over there than at the Garden of Eden! It may be normal in 
Europe, but this is America! The Dawning Day is a family-friendly young adult satire 
novel! We can’t afford to offend our Catholic audiences!” 

“Didn’t we already pass the point of no return, Halfrida?” Harold told her. 

“Ah, screw it,” she said. 
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The doors opened to reveal Chandler in a Fackeltrager suit, a black beret 
draping over his dirty-blonde hair. He dragged a cart full of DVD cases across the 
carpeted floor to the right side of the round tub. “I brought our expansive 
collection of German war movies and Japanese anime from the house, you guys.” 

“Excellent,” Halfrida exalted. “What do we bring?” 

Chandler rummaged through the collection. “Oh hey, Lance included his 
movie collection as well.” He pulled out Lance’s films. “The Godfather trilogy, 
Goodfellas, Casino, The Sopranos, Gone With The Wind, The Day of the Jackal, Romeo and 
Juliet, Hamlet, The Old Man and the Sea. Why did his parents let him watch these?” 

“Who are we to judger” Harold lamented. “Halfrida and I had limited TV 
time. All the shows we watched were on Fox News, EWTN, CatholicT'V, 
Pentagon Channel, Military Channel, and PBS.” 

“Why am I not surprised?” Chandler said in a sarcastic tone. 

Harold chuckled. “What about you, Chandler?” 

“My parents and I never watched TV,” Chandler told him. “T'V is bad for the 
mind, you see. And I was right after watching the documentary, Television Under the 
Swastika.” He stroked his chin. “But Pm curious. If you two had your own TV 
channel, what would it be?” 

“Good question,’ Harold said. He tapped his sister’s shoulder. “Halfrida, 
what would you broadcast?” 

“No doubt the godliest stuff on Earth!” Halfrida boasted. 

“T think our Remnants friends have a channel just like that, Halfrida.” 
Chandler laughed. “It’s called ‘NT’—Neudeutschland Today, and it’s backed by 
their government.” He picked up a VHS cassette tape of Ein Herz und eine Seele, a 
West German 1970s sitcom. The first three episodes were labelled on the tape. 
“SA Heart and a Soul ...never heard of it.” 

“Anyway, moving on to a more serious light,” Harold told the two. “I just 
want to let you guys know that our friends from the Catholic School International 
are here to sign Halftrida’s Arsenal of Evangelization Treaty. It’s Spring Break, so 
we need to impress them with raw displays of Ryanite military muscle, hunting, 
exquisite fine dining, and the occasional Eucharistic Adoration at 5PM.” 

He eyed his sister. “Halfrida, can I trust that you'll be able to keep our guests 
entertained? I'll be hosting all the talks in between the break sessions.” 

“Of course, I will, Harold!” Halfrida responded. “I’m the big sister here!” 

Chandler chuckled and folded his arms. “This’ll be interesting,” he muttered. 

2K 
(Two days later) 

A stainless steel crucifix was mounted on a wall inside well-lit, air-conditioned 
boardroom. A Swiss cuckoo clock and an icon of the Virgin Mary were hung 
beside. The boardroom lacked windows, the thick walls soundproof. 

The small hand on the cuckoo clock had reached the Roman numeral ‘TX’, 
the large hand at the top of the hour. A cuckoo bird emerged out of its little 
birdhouse and chirped for six seconds. It retreated as a music box melody of ‘Wien 
Bleibt Wien (Vienna Stays Vienna) played for thirty seconds. 
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Two Leibgarde soldiers in Fackeltrager armor opened the doors, a G43 rifle 
slung over their shoulders. Chancellor Harold Brotzman and CSI General 
Secretary Victor Gordon strolled into the room, each holding a leather briefcase. 
As State Chancellor, Harold was dressed in his Bishop Dowell uniform. 

His CSI partner also wore his Catholic high school uniform to the 
boardroom. An Irish-American living in his nattve homeland, Victor was a Ryanite 
with a Boston accent. 

The two Leibgarde soldiers closed the doors behind them, locks clicking into 
place from outside. 

“Our subjects have been waiting a long time for this day,” Gordon said. “The 
Arsenal of Evangelization...” 

“They have,” Harold agreed. “Today’s talks may decide the financial future of 
Catholic education as we know it.” 

Victor gestured at the two chairs occupying opposite ends of the table. “Shall 
we take our seats and begin with prayers?” 

Harold smirked. “Why yes.” 

The two boys went to their seats. Harold took the chair on the left side. 
Victor went to the one on the right. They scooted their chairs, sat down, and 
settled their briefcases on the oak-furnished conference table. 

As planned, they began with prayers. “In the name of the Father, the Son, 
and the Holy Spirit,” the boys chanted, “Amen.” 

Victor clasped his hands in prayer. He stayed silent as Harold spoke. 

“Lord, we have gathered here today to do fulfill their Will on Earth,” Harold 
said. “Guide us in our discussions, our compromises, and our decisions to sign the 
‘Arsenal of Evangelization Treaty’ on this morning. We ask this through Christ 
our Lord, Amen.” He made the sign of the cross. “In the name of the Father, the 
Son, and the Holy Spirit. Amen.” 

“Amen.” Victor made the sign of the cross and opened his briefcase. From 
the briefcase, he laid his financial portfolio—a large stack of papers inside a 
composition folder—on the table. 

Harold did the same. “Let’s begin.” 

“After you,” Victor insisted. 

Very well then. Harold nodded. “General Secretary Gordon, it has come to my 
attention that CSI member school systems are under attack by heretical forces.” 

He opened his composition folder and glimpsed at the opening paragraphs 
on the first page. Halfrida had prepared a typed report for her brother in advance. 
“Catholic Identity is being threatened on a global scale. Entire schools are no 
longer Catholic, others subverted into religious schools at the behest of those at 
odds with the Catholic faith. These are serious allegations for someone like you to 
make, General Secretary.” 

Closing the folder, Harold eyed Victor. “Therefore, I would like to know 
whether any of those allegations are true.” 

“And they are, State Chancellor Brotzman,” Victor replied. “That is why I 
request that RGA High Command assemble an expeditionary force of ten Adelbu 
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divisions to be at the discretion of ‘CSI Strategic Command’. My generals will send 
these divisions to conduct ‘special operations’ around the globe and in the other 
continents within the Otherworld.” 

“Do you know which dioceses or archdioceses?” Harold tilted his head. 

“Tt’s all across the board.” Victor swept his left arm across the table. 

What's that supposed to mean? Harold pondered to himself. “That is a pretty 
vague answer, General Secretary. Could you at least elaborate or go into detail?” 

Victor shook his head. “State Chancellor, I am not at liberty to discuss that.” 

I can’t even think of a good enough reason not to! Harold thought. “If it is a matter 
of Catholic Identity to the Catholic School International, then say so!” 

“Like I said, I am not at liberty to discuss that.” Victor held his ground in 
defiance of Harold. Uncompromising and demanding, he made the simplest 
diplomatic talks next to impossible. “It’s a sensitive matter of Catholic Identity. All 
you need to know is that heretical terrorists are launching subversive campaigns at 
Catholic schools outside the United States.” 

There, was that hard? Harold sighed. “Then have you considered something in 
return?” he reminded him. “You must remember that GACSS is at war with 
Emperor Raynerson’s Catholic School Underground and his Allies. Those ten 
divisions you requested were intended by RGA High Command for special 
operations in Secret School Economies within Canada.” 

“That may be a valid point, but there are other matters I need to bring to 
your attention,” Victor said. 

Let me guess: the Conspiracy? Harold guessed from the depths of his mind. 

“State Chancellor, there may be a reason why the Conspiracy has stopped 
attacking the GACSS,” Victor told him. 

Harold snapped his fingers. I knew it! 

Victor continued. “For instance, I have reports of Conspiracy committing 
acts of terror against CSI assets and personnel in ‘Northland’, Otherworld’s 
version of Europe.” He opened his composition folder and grabbed a neat stack 
of papers. “This is evidence suggesting that the Conspiracy may be hiding 
somewhere in Northland.” 

“Hold on, General Secretary!” Harold pounded a clenched fist on the table. 
“Are you saying that Lady Ostara and Horst Brotzman are hiding in Northland?” 

Victor nodded. “Yes. My Anomaly-seekers have reported Conspiracy 
paramilitaries operating in the cities and countryside of Northland. At this time, 
it’s just scattered reports. Further investigations have led to nowhere.” He got up 
and gave him the neat stack. 

With the documents in his hands, Harold glanced at them. The pages 
described recent reports of Conspiracy paramilitaries attacking CSI trains hauling 
Anomalies throughout Northland. On one occasion, dated 30 January, a train was 
derailed and its cargo stolen. “What is the Conspiracy hiding?” 

“T was about to ask you the same thing, State Chancellor!” Victor pointed his 
finger at him. “As heretics, the Conspiracy is relentless in its attacks against the 
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true Catholic Church. Neither us nor Underground are spared from their wrath.” 
He returned to his chair. “We cannot afford to let these attacks continue.” 

“Of course, I can understand why the Conspiracy would attack the CSI.” 
Harold slouched on his chair. “What I don’t understand is their recent decision to 
go into hiding at Northland of all places. Northland, to my knowledge, boasts a 
sizeable population of over two hundred million people.” 

“Yes, some Remnants, Dwellers, Underground and students from CSI 
member school systems,” Victor spoke. “There are also reports that the 
Conspiracy is plotting to turn Northland into their own continental Reich. What it 
lacks in ACP sites, it makes up in suitable areas for human colonization.” 

Lost in thought, Harold rolled his eyes away from Victor. Are Horst and Ostara 
up to something? 

“Do you suspect something?” Victor leaned forward. 

“T do...” Harold paused. “...Is it possible that the Conspiracy is seeking to 
solve the hidden mysteries of the Otherworld and, perhaps, the Dweller World? 
After all, there’s still we don’t know about both realms. What the Remnants have 
learned before the Rosy War, they are not sharing it with the rest of humanity.” 

“Tt has been that way ever since,” Victor added. “Any other thoughts?” 

“What if the Dwellers, specifically the Bluebloods, are not of this world?” 
Harold placed his hand over his mouth. “What if they came from Otherworld or 
some other place? I find it weird how Otherworld had all these buildings, roads, 
and abandoned cars long before the Remnants settled that realm.” 

“You make a valid point.” Victor relaxed his hands on the table. 

“Did IP?” Harold said. “To me, it’s just a hunch I have.” 

“For now, it is.” Victor nodded. “But it gives me the impression that there is 
a lot more to the Otherworld than what we know. Consider this: there are other 
continents besides Eden, Southland, Northland, and Eastland. Otherworld’s 
Africa and Middle East, ‘Centralia’, form one contiguous continent.” 

“What else is there?” 

“Otherworld’s Antarctica is an alpine full of untamed forests and 
mountains,” Victor continued. “And if that’s not enough, there’s also over a few 
thousand islands, both big and small. In short, you are correct, State Chancellor: 
the Conspiracy may not be hiding in Northland. Even so, we must be vigilant.” 

“And we will.” Harold straightened his seating posture. “Look, I am willing 
to send you those ten Adelbu divisions...” 

Victor smirked. “All you ask is something in return, right?” 

“That sounds correct.” Harold nodded. “What can the CSI offer to GACSS 
as compensation? Right now, our need to import NATO guns and ammo has 
been killed by Ryanite arms industries.” 

“Then we can offer you two things.” Victor held up two fingers. “In 
exchange, we will give GACSS’ Jackbooters access to CSI’s investments in 
Continental Petroleum Inc.” 

“You mean that big petrochemical company in Europe?” 
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Victor chuckled. “Well, the assets that most people in the Real World are 
unaware of. You see, Otherworld has its share of natural resources besides 
Anomalies. Stuff like oil, coal, gold, aluminum, diamonds, uranium are waiting to 
be harvested by the right people. Thank to Continental, CSI has a major stake in 
oil production in the deserts of Centralia. Each day, the wells churn out over sixty 
million barrels.” 

“That’s fifty million barrels less than what the Underground’s Otherworld 
colonies produce,” Harold said. “And like the Allies, you guys also have colonies 
that are mining vast amounts of precious metals and rare minerals.” 

“Do you see where I am going with this?” Victor asked. 

Harold nodded. “In other words, you’re willing to give GACSS access to a 
reliable source of oil, metals, and minerals.” 

“No need to fuel MAFVs and A-Wings with poor quality fuel made from 
compressed coal,” Victor added. “No need to replace the engines of jet-propelled 
A-Wings after each sortie. Metals like nickel, tungsten, and molybdenum are great 
for hardening armored plating.” 

It’s a win-win, so what do we have to lose other than ten divisions? Harold pondered to 
himself. He eyed Victor. “General Secretary, you got yourself a deal.” 
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Chapter Twenty Six: The Icing On The Cake 
(Ryanite Chorus; April 5"-May 16", 2018) 


“Here’s to a prosperous school year.” 
-Ulrich Brotzman 


military music as the sun rose. Military drums beat. Trumpets blared. Gray 

clouds showered the surrounding area as skies brightened. At the entrance 
of Our Lades of Lourdes Summer Camp, armed Leibgarde sentries in rain 
ponchos were posted outside the front gates. GACSS and Catholic School 
International flags fluttered over the perimeter walls from rows of flagpoles. A 
Conspiracy Magic Eye whooshed overhead at a great rate of speed. 

The engines of motorcycles, trucks, halftracks, and MAFVs rumbled in the 
distance. The noises grew louder as the vehicles got closer to the gates. A convoy 
of the Leibgarde’s impressive motor pool arrived outside the gates. Headlights 
dimmed. At the front of the convoy was the twins’ armored Mercedes-Benz 600 
GroBer, its windshield blades wiping away a constant downpout. 

A lone Leibgarde tightened his hand’s grip around the G43 semi-auto rifle 
slung over his shoulder. Raindrops splattered his matte-black Stahlhelm, decals 
depicting the RGA and Leibgarde emblems stamped on the helmet’s sides. He 
shined a black Fulton flashlight as he walked toward the driver’s window. 

The chauffeur lowered his window. The sentry shined the light at his face. 
“Guten Morgen,” the soldier greeted in an American accent. 

“Guten Morgen,” the chauffeur retorted in his native German accent. 

“May I see your papers please?” the soldier held out his hand. 

The chauffeur turned on the canopy lights. He opened the glove 
compartment box at the front passenger side, grabbing his US green card from a 
stack of immigration documents. “Have a look.” He handed it to the soldier. 

The soldier kept the papers inside the car to prevent it from getting wet. 

“Do you also want to see theirs?” The chauffeur pointed his thumb at two 
passengers in the backseat. 

“Yes.” The soldier nodded. “Pll deal with them myself.” 

The chauffeur spun the crank on the driver’s door counterclockwise to roll 
up his window. 

The rear left passenger window, behind the drivet’s seat in the back, rolled 
down. The soldier held his Fulton at the two dark figures seated in the backseat. 
“Ah,” he said, “Guten Morgen, Father Leonard and Speaker Ulrich Brotzman.” 

“Guten Morgen,” Father Leonard responded. He handed over his papers. 

Ulrich, seated in the rear left passenger seat, opened the nearby minibar 
fridge. He took a bottle of Eagle’s Flight and downed it. “Guten Morgen.” He 
burped. From his pocket, he pulled out his student ID and gave it to the soldier. 

The soldier inspected both documents before returning them to their owners. 
“Tt’s an honor to have you two men here this morning.” 


L oudspeakers mounted on wooden poles blared Prussian and Austrian 
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“Agreed,” Father Leonard replied. 

“Adelburger,” Ulrich barked, “Open the gates.” He rolled up the window. 

“Yes, Speaker sir!” The soldier saluted him. His feet pressured against the 
iron heel plates of his jackboots, the soldier turned to the gates and blew a whistle. 
The other soldiers posited at the gates opened them. They gestured the convoy to 
enter the camp. 

The chauffeur drove past the gates. It led the convoy to the mansion on the 
other side of camp. On the way there, Father Leonard spoke. “Kamerad-Sprecher der 
Ryanischer Tagung Ulrich.” He addressed him as “Comrade Speaker of the Ryanite 
Convention’. 

Cousin Ulrich replied, “Jawobl, Kamerad-Vater Leonard? Was ist das?’ 

“Do you know what today is?” 

“Jawobl.” Ulrich nodded. “Heute ist Ostersonntag, the day when the Lord rose 
again on the third day after his crucifixion. 

“Today is also the day when Ostara, this Germanic goddess, receives her 
share of Easter eggs and hares as offerings.” He laughed. “For GACSS, today is 
also a momentous occasion, Comrade Father: the day when American Catholic 
Education rises like a phoenix after decades of decline.” 

“Through GACSS, it has regained its rightful place among the strong school 
systems of the world. And for that reason alone,” he swore, “Cousins Harold and 
Halfrida will showcase Ryanite military might to the CSI.” 

“But don’t you realize that you are repeating history?’ Father Leonard 
warned. “The bishops, the Holy See, and our Holy Father want nothing to do with 
this. It’s not in our nature.” 

“Neither is it in the President of the United States,” Ulrich reminded him. 
“Nobody knows that my cousins and I have our own personal army.” He 
pounded his chest. “And I prefer to keep it that way. God has ordained out side of 
the family the task of saving humanity from the other side.” 

“A fight between good and evil,” Father Leonard opined. 

“In a way, it is,” he said. 

The Mercedes in front of the front steps of the mansion. Ulrich pointed at 
the entrance. Father Leonard grabbed the handle of a leather briefcase containing 
his Eucharistic kit. Both turned their heads to the right. 

Leibgarde soldiers in black wool overcoats and Stahlhelms, white gloves and 
Sam Browne belt formed two neat columns. They held polished Kar98k rifles with 
fixed bayonets close to their right thighs, the rifles’ butts on the ground. Two 
Leibgarde opened the front doors. 

Walther Schaffer stepped out of the building, wearing a black officer’s cap, 
wool tunic, and jodhpurs, and jackboots. A sheathed sword attached to his Sam 
Browne belt. He walked along the red carpet between the two columns of 
Leibgarde. 

At the rear right passenger door, Walther wrapped his white leather glove 
around the door handle and opened it. “The icing on the cake is as sweet and 
fulfilling as dying for the a/tes Vaterland, Alberich.” He saluted him, laughing. 
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“T never thought P’d see you dressed like this, Walther.” Father Leonard 
shook his head. He stepped out of the car with the briefcase and strolled into the 
building. Cousin Ulrich and Walther walked side-by-side together as they entered 
the building. 

Blue twin lightning bolts flashed overhead. They struck the Magic Eye 
hovering over the mansion grounds. Its airframe undamaged, the Magic Eye 
ascended, disappearing in the dark gray clouds. 

KK 

The mansion housed a large, spacious dining hall within its walls. White linen 
fabrics draped over the oak-furnished long tables. Republic ensigns decorated the 
walls alongside Harold Brotzman paintings of the Paschal Mystery. 

A large glass chandelier suspended over the ceiling, students of the Republic 
Convention, Catholic School International, and Dweller Coalition sat around its 
many long tables. Everyone was dressed in their formal Catholic school uniforms. 

In the center of the dining hall were four long tables. A massive cake lay atop 
all four, taking up the entire space. Rectangular in shape, its icing patterned after 
the Republic ensign’s colors, the cake depicted the Earth based on diocesan 
boundaries. 

Behind the cake and the long tables was a separate long table reserved for the 
Brotzman twins and the Heroes of Catholic Education. Harold and Halftida sat in 
the middle. A reserved seat for President Wolff stood between the twins. 
Margaret, Isolde, Drusilla, and Hannelore were seated on their right. On their left 
sat Chandler, Virgil, and Lance. Walther’s seat was vacant. 

Halfrida lit a Cuban cigar with a match. Her brother leaned next to her and 
whispered into her ear. “How the hell did you manage to get the President all the 
way out here without the Secret Service knowing?” 

She exhaled through her nostrils and held her cigar between her thumb and 
index fingers. “President Wolff and his Republicans owe us big time. We are 
keeping our country safe in the War on Terror, yes?” 

“Of course, I do.” He rolled his eyes. “But I can’t imagine us whisking him 
out of the White House in the middle of the night.” 

“Always keep a double handy just in case, Harold,” she giggled. “If anything, 
his Vice President and Cabinet are people Cousin Ulrich and I cannot trust. 
They’re not good men; they’re ice-cold killers who understand our line of work.” 

Isolde tapped on Halfrida’s shoulder. Halfrida turned to her. “Did Walther 
call your” 

“Ja,” Isolde answered. “He said the President is on his way 

“What about him, Father Leonard, and Cousin Ulrich?” 

“Theyre going to escort the President here.” 

“T see.” Halfrida grinned. She put the cigar back in her mouth and returned 
to her brother. “It’s time.” 

Harold nodded. “I know.” Reaching for his SIG Sauer from his holster, he 
rose from his chair and held it aloft. His finger on the trigger, he shot at the 
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ceiling. A 9mm Parabellum shell casing hit the floor. “May I have your attention 
pleaser” He shot the ceiling again. “May I have your attention please?” 

All eyes were casted on Harold. “I am proud to bring you the President of 
the United States,” he declared. 

Two Leibgarde soldiers opened the sturdy wooden doors of the dining hall. 
Everyone in the room got up and clapped their hands. President Howard Wolff 
swaggered in with Walther, Cousin Ulrich, and Father Leonard in tow. Harold 
emptied the rest of his SIG Sauer at the ceiling. 

President Wolff halted in front of the Brotzman twins. He bowed his head 
and shook their hands. Harold and Halfrida smiled back at the President’s 
humility. The President went to his seat between the twins. Meanwhile, Walther 
escorted Father Leonard and Ulrich to theirs. 

“Mr. President,” Harold said, “We are honored by your presence here.” 

“Likewise,” President Wolff replied. “Our nation is forever indebted to you 
and your twin sister, Halfrida. You have done a lot for our national security—aus 
den Augen, aus dem Sinn—out of sight, out of mind.” 

“Mit dem, som man ausgibt, mit demselben wird es ausgemessen, Herr Prasident,? 
Harold warned. “Whatever measures you pursue, beware that they will one day be 
judged by the American people and by God Himself. Never forget, your solution 
to the Conspiracy is outside the bounds of the Constitution.” 

“These ate desperate times, Mr. Brotzman,” President Wolff said. “Certain 
measures ate meant to be taken in order to curtail another 9/11.” 

“Hmph,” Harold murmured, “So be it then.” 

Walther walked up to the twins and President Wolff. 

Harold whispered into his ear. “Are you ready, Kamerad Kommandant?” 

“Bereit.”” Walther nodded. He wrapped his hand around the handle of his 
sword. “Ein BefehR” 

“Cut the cake for us.” Harold gestured at the cake. 

“Jawohl, Herr Staatskanzler.” Walther went in front of the twins’ long table and 
unsheathed his sword. He held it aloft and led everyone along in saying grace 
before feasting on the cake. 

After prayer, he went up to the giant cake and sliced it into square pieces. 
Each piece represented the symbolic carve-up of the Otherworld, Dweller World, 
and Secret School Economies by GACSS and its allies. Some had more slices than 
others. A handful, however, got the ones with the sweetest icing. 

2 KK 

After Father Leonard conducted Mass for Easter Sunday, all the guests 
gathered at a tall steel-gray bleacher overlooking an asphalt intersection in the 
center of Our Lady of Lourdes Camp. 

At the same time, Adelburgers of the Letbgarde’s “Propaganda Detachment’ 
set up high-resolution cameras and digital cameras on tripods. They stood erect on 
the walkway between the first row of bleachers and a ledge. 

The bleachers shared the intersection with a wooden stage set up by the 
Leibgarde Panzer Division. An RGA Opel Blitz was parked behind the stage. 
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Uniformed Leibgarde troops offloaded the wooden podium used by the State 
Chancellor at Plaidstadt. They carried up the stage steps to the center of it. The 
wooden boards onstage creaked as they went. 

With the podium in place, the Leibgarde went back to the Opel truck and 
brought the Plaidfahne, a spare Republic ensign, vases of lily flowers and red 
roses, and a Kar98k bolt action rifle. A woman settled the Plaidfahne next to the 
podium. Two men draped the Republic ensign over the entire podium, leaving the 
podium’s speakerphones uncovered. A fourth decorated the podium with the 
flowers, while a fifth leaned the Kar98k behind the podium. 

Down the road leading to the intersection, the twins’ Mercedes-Benz 600 
GroBer pulled off on the grass next to the stage. The five Leibgarde soldiers fled 
the stage and ran back to their Opel truck and drove off. The chauffeur got out 
and joined the others at the bleachers. 

Harold, Halfrida, Cousin Ulrich, Father Leonard, and President Wolff 
stepped out of the armored Mercedes. They walked up the steps and presided 
behind the podium. Harold manned the podium. The others stood flanked the 
twins from behind. 

Halfrida grabbed the Kar98k and pulled the bolt back. With a clip of five 
rounds, her fingers fumbled them as she loaded them into the weapon. Closing the 
bolt, she held it aloft. 

The loudspeakers throughout the camp played the Prussian Lockmarsch. A 
flute whistled to the tune of banging military drums. The sweet melody summoned 
the Letbgarde Harold Brotzman Panzer Division, all twenty thousand of them. Light 
descended upon the Earth. The skies dispersed. 

A gunshot broke out. “Em hed, drei, vier’ Halfrida shouted. The loudspeakers 
played Helenenmarsch to welcome the vanguard as they paraded along the concrete 
to the intersection. 

Representative Anthony Accardo carried the Division’s Turkish Crescent, a 
wooden staff with bells and a mini vexilloid banner on top, to lead the incoming 
columns. RGA medals, campaign ribbons, and steel badges adorned his chest 
alongside Underground decorations from the Rosy Wat. 

Accardo and a long column of jackbooted Leibgarde flagbearers goose- 
stepped at rapid pace. They carried the American flag, the Republic ensign, and 
the RGA battle flag. Hundreds of jet engines screamed overhead. 

Out of the clouds above, the RGA air force’s new jet-propelled A-Wings 
soared overhead: the St. Francis Fr200C multirole fighter and the St. Blaise 
BI371A strategic bomber. The Fr200Cs, based on the ‘Schwalbe’ variant of the 
Messerschmitt Me262, flew in tight finger-four formations. The BI371As, 
patterned after the Arado Ar234B-2, formed boxes in their formations. 

The Erik Eriksson’s Marsch aus Petersburg played on loop. Battalions of 
Leibgarde troopers goose-stepped in tight columns, their Kar98k rifles held at 
their right shoulders. The commanding officers advanced beside them. The sharp 
hobnails on their jackboots made a deafening rock-crushing noise on the concrete. 
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Ernst Mosch’s Egerlander Marsch blared. The Division’s motor pool arrived. 
Hundreds of matte-black Zundapp motorcycles raced past the bleachers and stage, 
MG34 light machine guns attached to their sidecars. Motorized infantry rode on 
the benches of open-top Opel Blitz trucks. The Opels towed field artillery, rocket 
artillery, antitank guns, and Flak cannons. Republic ensigns mounted on the front 
engine hoods flapped. 

The Prussian Lockmarsch boomed again. The marching song Mit Bomben und 
Granaten crackled on loop. Halftracks carrying the Division’s Panzergrenadiers 
drove in tight columns. Standing erect behind the machine gunners’ were 
Chandler, Virgil, Lance, Margaret, and Hannelore. Each saluted the twins with 
stern faces, their other hand on the gunners’ shoulders. 

Julius Fucik’s Op.169, Regimentskinder Marsch (Children of the Regiment 
March), played. The Leibgarde’s MAFVs and their support halftracks rolled on the 
concrete road. Columns of halftracks with enclosed canopies approached the 
intersection, their MAFV Commanders riding on the opened cupolas. 

Drusilla, cracking a smile, saluted Harold and Halfrida. The ground shook 
and trembled behind her. The Dewy-Princess and the Leibgarde’s fleet of Hannibal 
II/Bs advanced toward the intersection. Their barrels sported white kill rings as 
tallies to flaunt their impressive kill counts. The fleets of Michael I/As, Maurice 
II/Hs, Sebastian Is, Hubert III/Fs, and Cupertino IIIs followed. 

From the heavens, doves descended on the camp as the parade dragged on 
for over two hours. The Lord marched in Spirit with the Leibgarde. As the drums 
beat, the trumpets bellowed, the Kingdom of Heaven watched on from above. 

2K KK 
(One month later) 

Gray clouds blotted out the pale blue skies on May 16, the day of Halfrida’s 
wedding. Heavy rain bombarded the city of Philadelphia and surrounding suburbs. 
A thin fog pervaded the landscape like a funeral shroud. The Brotzman twins and 
their peers were ready to die in the Cathedral. 

Meanwhile, at Plaidstadt, teams of Civil Guard patrolled the perimeter in rain 
ponchos and accompanied by German Shepherd watchdogs. The halls and offices 
in the building were lifeless. Everyone was invited to the wedding; everyone except 
for Cousin Ulrich. 

Ulrich leaned back on the executive chair inside the State Chancellor’s office. 
He straightened the black necktie of his school uniform. Two martini glasses were 
laid on the mahogany desk earlier by Allison. Both stood next to the red desk 
telephone. One glass was filled with a protein shake, the other with jumbo shrimp 
and a dipping cup of cocktail sauce. 

The office window curtains were pulled to the sides, the blinds opened. 
Sunlight poured into the dim office. Raindrops splattered on the bulletproof glass. 
Fr200C jet fighters and BI371A jet bombers screamed in the airfield behind the 
old school building. The engine noises drowned out the sounds of birds dispersing 
from nearby trees. 
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With both eyes glued to the red telephone, Ulrich tapped his fingers on the 
mahogany wood. He rolled his eyes to a note taped to the desk computer 
keyboard. Pulling the note, Ulrich tore it in half. 

“Verdammt\” Ulrich sighed. He took the two halves and pieced them back 
together. The cursive handwriting on the note belonged to Harold. 

Dear Cousin, it read, Emperor Raynerson is expected to call the red telephone sometime 
today. Since you have been excused from my sister’s wedding, please pick up the phone in case it 
rings. We're expecting something from him. Thanks, Harold. 

He glanced at the time on a clock mounted above the office doors. The little 
hand had passed ‘9’, the big hand at the bottom. The clock had struck 9:30AM; 
Halfrida’s wedding ceremony had begun. 

Ulrich raised the glass of protein shake above the desk. “To my Cousin 
Halfrida, I wish you and your beloved Chandler a long life of fortune and glory as 
a one couple.” He stood up and chugged the protein shake. It tasted like vanilla 
mixed with sweet honey going down. 

Slamming the martini glass on the desk, Ulrich plopped back on the leather 
chair. Today’s copy of Ryanite Weekly Review was neatly folded next to the 
telephone. He unfolded it and browsed the headline articles. 

The top story, “Remnants U-Boat Fleet sank 5,000,000 tons in four days’, 
caught Ulrich’s eye. It featured images of sinking Underground merchant vessels 
from the periscopes of Remnants submarines. A chart ran a tally of the most 
successful ones. 

Neudeutschlana’s U-Boats are at it again!, the article promulgated. Earlier this week, 
its armada of seven hundred U-Boats sank up to five million tons of merchant cargo intended for 
Underground industrial cities in Eden. As the Allied war effort more depends on Underground’s 
colonies throughout Otherworld, these audacious feats nill not go unrewarded. 

Another news article concerned the Conspiracy’s presence in Centralia. An 
image depicted burning oil wells and plumes of black smoke rising in the 
background. In the foreground, a CSI soldier with an M16A2 in desert fatigues 
guatded oil workers repairing an oil well. Heretical terrorists have sabotaged a Rey 
Continental Petroleum facility, CSI officials claimed yesterday, tt read. 

Someone knocked on the door. “Who is it?” Ulrich called out. 

“Peter MacDonald,” Peter hollered. “Are you there, Ulrich?” 

“Ja,” he answered. “Come in.” 

The handle on the left-hand door rotated clockwise. The door swung open to 
reveal Peter MacDonald in his Fackeltrager battle suit, garrison cap, and polished 
jackboots. He saluted Ulrich from the doorway. 

Ulrich leaped from the chair and saluted back. “Come on in, Peter. Make 
yourself at home—for now.” 

“Thank you.” Peter closed the door and sat on one of the chairs in front of 
the State Chancellor’s desk. “Did Harold and Halfrida not invite your” 

“T chose not to,” Ulrich said. “What about your” 

“Well, I told my brothers that I can’t guarantee that Pll be allowed to go on 
leave.” Peter reclined on the chair. “My Squadron and I have been on numerous 
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sorties for the past week or so. But man, our Fr200Cs are more controllable than 
the Fr150, lighter than an Fr175, and faster than an Fr182!” 

“Sounds like you had fun.” Ulrich chuckled. 

Peter smirked. “Perhaps a little too much,” he laughed. “We’re two 
characters that no one cares about in The Dawning Day, much less the whole series. 
I was supposed to appear in the past two installments, but it never materialized.” 

“Tt is what it is, Peter.” 

“You can’t always wish for everything to go according to plan,” Peter added. 

Ulrich dipped a piece of shrimp into the cup of cocktail sauce and chomped 
off the meat with his teeth. He pulled the tail and left it in the empty martini glass. 
Opening a desk drawer, he grabbed a stack of napkins and wiped his dirty fingers 
with them. “Look, do you have a couple minutes to spare?” 

“Ts something on your mind?” Peter pondered. 

“Ja.” Ulrich’s foot kicked the drawer, slamming it shut. “What do you make 
of Halfrida and Chandler’s wedding?” 

Peter paused. He took a few minutes to think about the occasion. “As far as 
it’s a joyous day for those two, today is also an advantageous one for your family.” 

“Then I am not the only who has arrived at a similar conclusion.” Ulrich 
grinned. “To me, this wedding came off to me as a little rushed or not thought out 
too well. It looked like a ‘marriage of convenience.” 

“What does Halfrida have to gain from it?” Peter shrugged his shoulders. 

“A lot of things,” he replied. “She is trying to make a point: to remind young 
Catholic couples that early adult marriage should be the norm again. With rampant 
teen pregnancy among Ryanites each month, that got my cousin concerned. And 
let’s just say that her motivations have an ideological basis in my family’s beliefs.” 

“And that is...?” Peter asked. 

“Young Catholic girls should strive for marriage or religious life afer high 
school,” Ulrich said. “Like my cousins, I believe that our generation is condemned 
to a cycle of extended adolescence unless certain actions are taken.” 

He held up his index finger. “But unlike Halfrida, Cousin Harold and I differ 
on one particular matter. Does an early marriage or a committed religious vocation 
be the true antidote to curtailing the growing sex industry?” 

“What?” Peter’s eyebrows tose. 

“Ja, that’s my reaction to Halfrida’s reason for marrying her beloved 
Chandler,” Ulrich told him. “Anyone who knows her as long as Harold and I have 
should be aware that Halfrida is a huge enemy of that industry, both legal and 
illegal. Nobody knows why, but I think it has something to do with her devotion 
to praying to St. Maria Goretti...anyhow...” 

The red telephone rang. In an instant, Ulrich picked up the handset. 
“Emperor Raynerson?” He spoke into the phone. 

Emperor Bernard Raynerson greeted him on the other end. “Ah, Speaker 
Ulrich,” he said in an elated tone, “I was expecting the State Chancellor.” 

“State Chancellor Harold Brotzman is not in the office at the moment,” 
Ulrich told him. “You can leave him a message.” 
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“That won't be necessary,” Emperor Raynerson spoke. “I am certain that you 
will deliver my message to him.” 

“Tn that case,” Ulrich demanded, “What is it then?” 

“On second thought, I will send him my message whenever he is available.” 

“So be it. Will that be all?” 

“No. Just tell your cousins to expect a phone call from me at the end of the 
month. Don’t forget, okay?” Emperor Raynerson hung up. 

Ulrich hung up as well. He turned his head to Peter. “That was Emperor 
Raynerson,” he explained. “He wanted to continue his ‘dialogue’ with my cousins. 
The details are sketchy to me, because all they said is ‘the Leibgarde wants to 
return to Other-St. Louis.” 
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Chapter Twenty Seven: Return To Other-St. Louis 


(Ryanite Chorus; May 31*, 2015) 


‘Who rules Eden commands the Otherworld: 
Who rules Otherworld commands the Dweller World; 
Who rules Dweller World commands the Secret School Economies. 
And who commands the Secret School Economies commands the Earth.” 
-Preamble of the Rosy War Peace Treaty 


sabers rattled in both the Dweller World and the Otherworld. Preparations 

for the Great Leaps Westward were underway among both sides. In the 
Dweller World and Otherworld, massive troop movements assembled at one 
location within both locales. 

In the Dweller World, trains delivered three million Ryanites, ten thousand 
MAFYVs and four thousand A-Wings to the eastern bank of the Waters of Rebirth. 
An armada of Remnants naval warships patrolled the waters. Submersible 
battleships, battlecruisers, destroyers and U-boats moored, guns aimed at 
Setonburg and New Hope to the west. 

Meanwhile, in Otherworld’s Eden, May 26% saw the onset of winter. Dark 
clouds gathered. The air turned cold and the rain froze. Ice and snow poured. 
Winds scattered them all around. The Other-Mississippi solidified into ice. 

Four million RGA and Adelburger troops amassed up and down the Other- 
Mississippi. Armored trains hauled tens of thousands of MAFVs, A-Wings and 
other armored vehicles to several cities along the icy River. A million more Ryanite 
troops wete sent to Other-New Jersey, tasked with capturing Other-New York 
and laying siege to the Underground’s capital, Other-Boston. 

In the suburbs of Other-St. Louis, Adelburgers of the Leibgade Panzer 
Division garrisoned the ruined buildings at the eastern waterfront. They stared 
back at Underground regulars positioned in the downtown area beyond the river. 

Days passed. The clouds dispersed and the snow melted as the temperature 
rose above subzero. The Leibgarde’s armored MAFVs arrived to the city by train. 
They sat idle in the suburban streets and in the rural meadows near the outskirts. 

Up in the early morning skies, large squadrons of the RGA’s new jet fighter 
and bomber A-Wings descended from the clouds. They soared across the Other- 
Mississippi and dropped thousands of propaganda leaflets all over downtown. 

Walther stood on the rooftop of the apartment building across the remains of 
the old railroad bridge. A large pair of binoculars slung around his neck. A black 
leather overcoat draped his Torchbearer suit, his chest and arms decorated with 
various medals, badges, and arm shields. A Fieckfarn camo coal scuttle helmet 
shielded his head, its leather strap fastened below his chin. 

A table was placed in front of him, lined against a ledge overlooking the 
River. A map of downtown Other-St. Louis covered the entire table. A spiral 
bound notepad and a fountain pen lay next to Walthet’s two-way radio handset. 


f s the 2014-2015 school year drew to a close, Ryanite and Underground 
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His hands wrapped around the binoculars, Walther scanned the 
Underground’s positions along the downtown waterfront to the west. He grinned 
at the enemy’s defenses. So, what do we have here? He chuckled. 

At the downtown area, enemy combat engineers erected dozens of concrete 
pillboxes and reinforced the ruined buildings with sandbags and plywood. 
Exposed gaps in some buildings provided good spots for mounted machine guns, 
antitank guns, and heavy artillery pieces. AA guns and spotlights mounted on 
rooftops. Some of the streets were cordoned off with mounds of rubble and rolls 
of concertina wire. 

Important roads to the center of downtown were defended by whole 
companies of Marcellas V/16s, fortified behind walls of sandbags. They were 
parked on the curbsides of the streets and on the sidewalks. Infantry covers them 
from the rooftops and windows of adjacent buildings. 

Squadrons of attack helicopters flew over the buildings. Walther adjusted his 
binoculars to get a closer look at them. The choppets were equipped with antitank 
missiles, unguided rockets, heat-seeking missiles, and machine guns. A few of 
them sported spotlights mounted on their undersides. 

Was ist das? Walther pondered to himself. Does the enemy know we were coming? 
He set the binoculars down on the table and picked up a notepad and pen. He 
scribbled down his observations on one of the pages. 

Heavy enemy defenses throughout downtown, he wrote. Defenders include 432” and 
599% Underground Mechanized Infantry Divisions. Troop strength is still unknown. 

The ledge on the far left corner of where Walther stood was replaced with a 
ladder connected to a fire escape. Both the ladder and the fire escape were 
installed by RGA regulars, weeks after the Adelburgers secured the suburbs. 
Walther heard someone climbing up to the ladder. He turned his head to the left. 

A feminine figure appeared on the roof. Walther switched his Fulton 
flashlight on and shined the light at the figure. It was his wife with an envelope in 
hand. “Guten Morgen,” Isolde greeted him a cheerful “Good Morning’. 

“Guten Morgen, Liebe Isolde,” Walther responded. 

She walked up to her husband and offered him the envelope. 

“Ts that for me?” Walther pointed at the envelope. 

She nodded. “Ja, it came straight from the post office down the street. A 
telegram, it came straight from Plaidstadt.” Her husband took the envelope from 
her. “Representative Accardo said it was for you,” she told him. 

The envelope had a rubber stamp mark on the front, the words 
“CLASSIFIED? in bright red letters. The sender’s identity eluded Walther. “Who 
is it from?” he asked her. 

“Our godchildren,” Isolde replied, “Harold and Halfrida.” 

Walther peeled away the sealed flap on the envelope and unfolded the 
enclosed letter. True to her word, his wife was right: the letter came from the 
Brotzman twins and it was addressed to him. 

Dear Walther, the typed letter read, The Great Leaps Westward is scheduled to 
commence within the next sixty minutes. The Otherworld’s sun won't appear over the horizon at 
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Other-St. Louis until 6AM. Our plan right now is to see if Emperor Raynerson will accept our 
last call for peace. 

The letter continued. If he refuses, you are to attack downtown Other-St. Louis. If you 
do not hear from us at 6AM, attack anyway. We have our air force running sorties up and 
down the Other-Mississippi, so call them if you or Representative Accardo needs them. 

The next paragraph was typed in bold letters. Should he accept our demands for 
peace, as Commandant of the Adelburgers, you are to order the entire Leibgarde and nearby 
Aldelburger divisions to stand down. If that is case, Brotzmanskrieg will end, and a draft peace 
treaty in the works. 

The letter ended with Harold and Halfrida’s signatures at the bottom. 
Walther refolded the letter, tucked it back in the envelope, and gave it back to his 
wife. He looked at the time on his wristwatch. The time on his watch was 
5:15AM’. “It’s almost time, Isolde,” he eyed his wife. 

“Ja,” Isolde agreed. “The Great Leaps Westward will commence soon. 
People will be writing entire history books on the coming days.” 

“Whether we succeed or not that remains unknown to everyone,” he said. 

“But can we win this?” she pondered. “The odds are stacked against us. 
There is no guarantee of us annihilating the Allied armies beyond the River.” 

“So we should give up?” Walther mused. “Capitulater” 

“Niemals,’ Isolde replied. “No compromise, no surrender.” 

“Then have faith in the Leibgarde, Adelbu and the entire RGA and our new 
home, the GACSS.” Walther grinned. “Brotzmansktrieg has reached its proper 
climax and I will see to it that this war will end in our favor.” 

“And if...either of us or one of the others dies?” 

“Nobody is dying on my watch, Isolde.” Walther pounded his chest with a 
clenched fist. “I care about the kids as much as you do. Remember that.” 

2 KK 

Platoons of the Leibgarde’s new Hannibal II/Bs formed two long rows in the 
middle of a field outside the suburbs. They were parked in front of the new Dewy- 
Princess. All crew members of each parked Hannibal IT stood erect. Their halftracks 
were parked behind the Hannibal IIs. 

Drusilla walked along both rows, inspecting her fellow subordinates. Each 
crew saluted her as she inspected them and their MAFV. Some straightened their 
field caps, others tucked in their trousers into their polished jackboots. Boys 
tightened their belts. Girls brushed their skirts. 

Drusilla saluted back. When she finished, she stood behind the rear of her 
Dewy-Princess. “Your attention, ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls,” she 
proclaimed. “The Great Leaps Westward is upon us! This is the moment. The 
victors shall define the new status quo after Brotzmanskrieg.” 

“For far too long, our peers to the west have been separated from the fruits 
of our labors. Today, we shall be united from sea to shining sea and spearhead the 
New Evangelization in this new frontier for Christ’s Church. But whether that 
happens or not, I leave that to you!” 

A few of her subordinates cheered on. Some threw their fists in the air. 
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“The Lord is watching, the saints and angels are waiting, and all who dwell in 
the Kingdom of Heaven ate watching!” Drusilla told them. “Do not quaver, do 
not retreat!” She shouted at the top of her lungs, turned around and pointed at the 
country road ahead. “Long live GACSS!” 

The other crews clapped their hands. “Catholic Identity First!’ they replied. 

“Alright, people, it’s time to rock and roll!” Drusilla exhorted. “Let’s win this 
one, so we can all go home!” She held up a clenched fist in the air. 

Her subordinates applauded her. “Fame and honor,” they chanted. They ran 
back to their halftracks and climbed into the troop compartments. Drusilla did the 
same. The Hannibal II/Bs, along with their halftracks, started their engines. The 
Dewy-Princess and the other Hannibals II/Bs and their halftracks drove off. 

In the troop compartment of her personal halftrack, Drusilla sat down on the 
bench in the right-hand side of the halftrack. Her MAFV’s driver, radio operator, 
and gunner shared the other bench. Putting on her headset, Drusilla pulled down 
the visor. The visor displayed TV static waves before relaying a live feed from the 
cupola camera atop the Hannibal II/B’s turret. 

The static subsided. The cupola camera showed the Dewy-Princess traveling the 
main road through the suburbs. Both of its headlights mounted in the front were 
turned on. It gained momentum, speeding past several intersections on the way to 
the old railroad bridge. The roads were devoid of traffic, the traffic lights at the 
intersections destroyed or disabled. 

Drusilla turned her whole body around. The rest of the Leibgarde’s Hannibal 
II/Bs followed the Dewy-Princess. Her halftrack and everyone else’s trailed 
behind the Hannibal II/Bs. 

At the intersection approaching the disused railroad bridge, the Dewy- 
Princess turned right. It continued down the road until it left at a small improvised 
dock on the waterfront next to the railroad bridge. A couple of cranes towered 
overt five large warehouses. 

Past the warehouses, Drusilla spotted several pairs of large landing barges 
moored beside a dozen or so concrete piers. The barges extended across the 
Other-Mississippi like makeshift pontoon bridges to cross the frozen River. 

The driver of the Dewy-Princess drove up to a vacant parking space behind a 
long row of idle Maurice H/Hs and Michael I/As and parked it. “We're here, 
Commander,” she announced. 

“Whoa, those ships are huge!” Drusilla’s radio operator declared. “They 
weren’t always here, right, Drusilla?” 

“T don’t think so,” Drusilla said. “I heard the enemy wanted to cross the 
River on those barges, but we captured them before they had a chance. Since they 
no longer have air superiority, they tried to destroy them with explosives. Lucky 
for us, that didn’t happen and now we’re using them.” 

“Thank God,” the driver said. 

“Amen,” the radio operator chimed. 

From each pier, Leibgarde soldiers boarded the barges. They marched across 
them to reach the other side of the River. Opel Blitz trucks traveled up the ramps 
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connecting the piers to the barges. One of the Maurice II/Hs rolled advanced and 
drove to the pier ahead of the Dewy-Princess. It rolled up a ramp into the barge 
on the left-hand side of the pier. The other Maurice IIs followed. 

Ground attack A-Wings zoomed overhead. Brief flashes lit up the darkness 
beyond the river. Explosions erupted along the western riverbank. Gunfire broke 
out. The Leibgarde stormed the downtown area ahead. 

“Psst...Commander,” her crew’s gunner whispered, “Hey, um, Drusilla!” 

Drusilla pulled her headset’s visor up. Disconnected from her Hannibal H’s 
cupola cameras, she looked at her gunner, seated on the bench in front of her. 
“You got something to say, gunner?” 

The gunner shuddered. “I-?’m s-scared...,” she stuttered. “The Adelbu 
Academy in Wonderland didn’t prepare me enough for this.” 

“Maybe so, maybe not,” Drusilla retorted. “This isn’t the latest video game 
on display at this year’s E3. What we’re doing out here is the real thing. Those 
people you see through your visor are real flesh and blood.” 

“T know that, Commander,” the gunner said. “It’s just that...” Flustered, she 
bit her tongue. “Never mind, forget what I said.” 

“As your superior, you can tell me anything that’s on your mind.” 

The gunner paused. “Commander Price, is this your first taste of combat?” 

“No.” Drusilla shook her head. “I was one of the first MAFV commanders 
the RGA had before Brotzmanskrieg broke out. I’ve seen countless numbers of 
people die or get their limbs blown off. On one or two occasions, I emerged as the 
sole survivor of all the MAFVs I had once piloted.” 

“Me? I’m just a young girl who grew up on a farm somewhere,” the gunner 
said. “I moved to Philadelphia thanks to winning a scholarship from the Bureau of 
Religion and Enrollment. Since then, I praised God for offering me that gift.” 

“Did you enroll in one of the big Catholic high schools?” 

“Yes ma’am,” the gunner replied, “Archbishop Webster Catholic High 
School, Warminster, Pennsylvania.” 

“Then why’d you sign up?” 

“T joined the Adelburgers because I believed in what we were fighting for. 
Homeschooling can’t be the best system of education to spread Catholicism to 
Remnants and Dwellers.” 

“What do you always do whenever youre scared such as right now?” 

“T try my hardest not to think about bad things,” she told Drusilla. “Right 
now, I don’t, I don’t k-know what to think. I just got a bad feeling about the 
upcoming battle, you know?” 

“If you still feel uncertain,” Drusilla suggested, “You can always pray. It 
always works for me. And you still have enough time to do.” 

“Thanks for the reminder, Commander.” The gunner made the sign of the 
cross. “In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit,” she murmured, 
“Amen...” In silence, she prayed for the Leibgarde’s future successes in battle. 

Drusilla smiled at her gunner as she prayed. How ironic that I was just like her 
once when this war began... 
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2 KK 

An intense rainstorm showered Plaidstadt and all of Philadelphia. Thunder 
crackled. Lightning bolts flashed in the night sky outside the State Chancellor’s 
office. Curtains covered the windows. The whole room was almost pitch-black 
save for a bright lamp atop the desk. 

Harold sat in his chair, still dressed in his usual Bishop Dowell uniform. He 
and his sister graduated from their schools yesterday morning. Hands relaxed and 
elbows pressed against the desk, his eyes were glued to the red telephone, waiting 
for Emperor Bernard Raynerson. 

Halfrida hovered beside him, dressed in a female Bishop Dowell uniform. 
Her hands behind her waist, she faced the closed doors ahead of her. She listened 
to the muffled voices of Allison Schmidt, conversing with someone in the hallway 
outside the office. 

Seconds became minutes, minutes into hours. Not a single call from 
Emperor Raynerson or the other Allied Powers. Harold fidgeted in his chair, his 
fingers tapping on the desk. His feet tapped on the Persian rug covering the office 
floor. Impatience festered. What on earth is taking him so long? 

“Tt’s not like we have anything else to do, Harold.” Halftida crossed her arms. 
“This is the moment we’ve all waiting for. We all know how this story is going to 
end: the apocalypse—the ‘Operation Barbarossa’ of Brotzmanskrieg.” 

“You mean the largest military operation in human history?” 

“Damn right!” Halfrida snapped her fingers. “These coming months will 
mark the beginning of the end for our story. Like Operation Barbarossa, the Great 
Leaps Westward will forever be remembered by future generations. For better or 
worse, Otherworld, Dweller World, the Secret School Economies, and GACSS 
will not be the same after this.” 

“Why are you telling me this?” Harold tilted his head at his sister. 

Halfrida sighed. “Pm telling you this because our family’s fate was sealed on 
that early June morning in 1941. That battle alone led to us being here in this 
country, in this very room.” 

The way she’s framing that War, it’s almost like God intended it to be a part of His plan, 
Harold thought. 

“To me, the Eastern Front was an apocalyptic battle between the forces of 
‘Socialism’. The Communists and the Fascists knew that one of them was going to 
battle the dawn of the American Century. So they fought it out in Eastern Europe 
to see who was stronger.” 

“Uh, what does this have to do with Brotzmanskrieg?”’ 

“Don’t you realize that our rivalry with the Underground has a few parallels 
to the rivalry between old Germany and the Soviet Union?” 

“T haven’t thought about it,” Harold said. “Anyway, you were saying?” 

She continued. “Pm not surprised that the Soviets defeated Germany in the 
end. Maybe that’s how the world works; victory belongs to he who has the most 
cash and guns.” 

Where is she going with this? He cocked his head to the side. 
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She turned to her brother. “But that’s all in the past now. What our ancestors 
did back then has little bearing on us as individuals.” She pointed her finger at the 
floor. “The future is ours to claim right here, right now! From this moment 
onward, mark my words, Harold: our school system will triumph over all! The 
future of Catholic Education does not belong to homeschooling!” 

The red telephone rang. “I think that’s Emperor Raynerson,” he told his 
sister. “Could you get that for me?” 

“So he had found the nerve to call us?” Halfrida snorted, her arms crossed. 
“Do you think he’ll concede to our demands?” She scoffed. “What will happen if 
he doesn’t agree?” 

“If he and the Allies agree to our terms,” Harold said, “This war of ours will 
be over before the Great Leaps Westward could begin. Million will be spared.” 

“You just don’t get it,” Halfrida told him. “What happens if he doesn’t?” 

“Then God helps us all,” he replied. “The Great Leaps Westward will birth 
to...no wait...” He paused. “It zs the apocalypse.” 

Halfrida reached for the handset. She held it close to her ear. “This is 
Halfrida speaking. Talk to me.” 

“You and your brother are digging your own graves,” Emperor Raynerson 
warned. “My general staff has informed me that you have amassed a force of 10.4 
million troops, thirty thousand MAFVs, twenty four thousand A-Wings, and 
countless numbers of heavy weapons.” 

He laughed. “Don’t you two realize that my allies and I field armies four 
times as large as yours?” 

“So what if we’re outnumbered and outgunned?” Halfrida scoffed. “The 
future belongs to us and us alone, Emperor Raynerson. After we deal with you, 
we'll be coming for Lady Ostara next in whatever cave she’s hiding in.” 

“We'll see soon enough,” Emperor Raynerson cackled. “Is your brother at 
the office by chance?” 

She gave the handset to her brother. “It’s for you.” 

“Let me speak to him.” Harold took the phone. “Yes, I’m here in my office.” 

“Refresh my memory, State Chancellor,” Emperor Raynerson asked, “What 
were the terms of your demands?” 

“Allow us to conduct a referendum to allow every Catholic school in 
America to become part of the Republic Program,” Harold replied. “Give GACSS 
and its allies a fairer share of Anomaly deposits in Otherworld. And recognize the 
Dweller Coalition as a legitimate government. No exceptions.” 

“Do you seriously believe I’m going to buy into any of that?” 

“Then you give me no other choice.” Harold turned to her sister. He nodded 
his head. He held up his thumb. “I’m through with politics.” He smacked the desk 
with a clenched first. “This is war.” He slammed the handset on the telephone set. 
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Part Four: Totaler Krieg 
(Total War) 
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Chapter Twenty Eight: Breakthrough 
(Ryanite Chorus; June 3", 2015) 


“Time for me to play Hero of Catholic Education again.” 
-Margaret Diana Richardson 


Air raid sirens wailed. Tracer fire and bright spotlights arced upward into 

the early morning skies above western Other-St. Louis. Combat broke out 
throughout the whole city, as RGA and Underground forces vied for control. 
Infantry and MAFVs combed the streets. Snipers and machine gunners opened 
fire from nearby buildings. 

West of the Other-Mississippi, smoke enveloped around the grounds of the 
city’s Central Library building. Gunfire and explosions erupted. “Hurry onto the 
roof!’ Harold’s voice echoed. The smoke cleared. The building lay in ruins. 
Sections of the building was blown off, the interior exposed to the elements. 
Holes, big and small, left the granite walls looking like Swiss cheese. 

Leibgarde soldiers positioned themselves behind windows, exposed holes, 
and the front entrance overlooking the parking lot. One squad raced down the 
steps to the foot of the entrance. There, they took cover behind shot-up sandbags. 

Craters left by artillery shelling littered the parking lot. Dead Underground lay 
strewn all over the snowy, cratered ground in pools of blood and hundreds of 
empty shell casings. One of the Leibgarde’s Maurice I/H approached the ground 
from a street behind the building and rolled into the parking lot. 

On the rooftop, an Underground flag flew on a flagpole. Harold and Halfrida 
ran up to the flagpole and took down the enemy’s flag. Hannelore sprinted toward 
them with the Republic ensign. Together, the three hoisted the flag onto the 
flagpole. Tattered and frayed, the Republic ensign fluttered amidst a chilly wind. 
Harold, Halfrida, and Hannelore fled the roof. 

Hundreds of yards away, someone blew a whistle. Without warning, a 
battalion of Underground troops emerged from their positions and rushed past an 
intersection. They rushed to retake the Central Library. The Ryanite artillery kept 
coming. Some of them slammed against undamaged buildings, reducing them to 
rubble. The enemy battalion and a railroad track situated between two double-lane 
roads leading to Central Library emerged unscathed. 

The Leibgarde opened fire. Bullets whizzed past the approaching enemy. 
Mortar shells launched from behind Central Library. Most missed. They either 
hollowed out sections of the street or else the adjacent sidewalk. The 
Underground infantry kept their heads down and crouched toward the parking lot. 

An armored railcar followed the soldiers from behind, its top canopy 
featuring a Marcella V/16 coaxial turret. The turret’s plasma cannon and laser 
machine gun roared at Central Library. 

One of its plasma bolts punctured the Maurice I[/H’s spaced armor plating 
on the left side, penetrating the hull. The bolt hit the fuel tank. Gasoline leaked 
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around the Maurice II/H. The cupola atop its turret popped open as sparks flew 
outward. It caught on fire in the middle of the parking lot. 

Thousands of feet above, a Ryanite St. Gandolph Ga205 dive bomber 
swooped downward. Its sirens blaring, plasma cannons firing, the Ga205 nose- 
dived and dropped its bombs over the armored train. The friendly A-Wing 
regained altitude, just as an Underground fighter riddled it full of holes and sent it 
spiraling into a nearby park. 

The armored train grounded to a halt, its chassis set ablaze. Surviving enemy 
infantry continued their assault. They crawled into the massive craters in the street 
in front of Central Library’s parking lot. 

An Underground artillery barrage assailed the building. Dozens of shells were 
lobbed. The ground shook. Inside, tall shelves of books tipped over, others 
leaning on each other. Hundreds of Leibgarde soldiers rushed to the aid their 
brethren defending the main entrance. 

Several shells exploded on the roof. Sections of the roof collapsed, sending 
large chunks of rubble to the interior below. Entire shelves were crushed. At the 
main lobby, the Brotzman twins and their peers sprinted to the main entrance. 
“Defensive positions!” Margaret shouted. 

Towards the entrance, the group split into two. Harold, Halfrida, Chandler, 
and the Lovers ran to a left-hand corridor. Margaret, Hannelore, Virgil, and Lance 
bolted to the other corridor. 

Next to the large sturdy doors of Central Library, Chandler deployed his 
MG42 atop a pile of sandbags behind a windowsill. The machine gun howling like 
a tabid dog, he hurled dozens of belt-fed bullets at the enemy. 

Several feet away on his left, Harold and Halfrida laid flat on their bellies. 
Bullets shattered intact glass windows and pierced the bullet-ridden walls behind 
them. Broken shards tumbled on their coal scuttle helmets. They crawled up to 
two gaping holes in the wall. The holes were small enough to minimize their 
exposure to gunfire. 

“T got a hot barrel!” Chandler shouted at them. “Watch my back!’ He ducked 
under the windowsill and changed an overheated barrel. 

An enemy soldier charged toward the eastern wing—the right side—of the 
building. Harold squeezed the trigger on his SG550 rifle. No bullets. The gun was 
empty. “I’m out!” He swapped mags. 

Halfrida took aim at the lone soldier downrange. Looking down the sight, she 
sent a few bullets at the enemy. The soldier staggered in the middle of the parking 
lot, dropped to his knees, and fell. “He’s down.” 

The Lovers hid behind two pillars next to the twins, their godchildren. Both 
pillar blocked a destroyed section of a wall and two boarded up windows. They 
popped out of the pillars to shoot at the approaching infantry from the exposed 
gaps on the windows. 

Walther, standing beside Halfrida, tilted his body rightward to peer through 
an adjacent window. A couple bullets ricocheted on the exposed pillars. “Enemy 
fire, enemy fire!’ he yelled, stepping away from the window. 
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Isolde heard sounds of a rumbling MAFV engine. “That can’t be one of 
ours!” She poked her head around the pillar and glanced through a gap between 
two plywood boards nailed to the window. 

Up ahead, past the destroyed Maurice H/H in the parking lot, a Vladimir 
II/A crashed through a damaged wall across the street. The wall, its foundation 
weakened by the recent artillery barrages, collapsed under its own weight. Small 
bits of rubble fell on the enemy Vladimit’s chassis. 

The Vladimir II/A rolled past the pile of rubble. The coaxial turret fired its 
laser machine gun, massacring the Leibgarde soldiers positioned at the foot of the 
steps. It steered right, the turret tilting its cannon upward to aim at the Lovers. 

“Panzer!” Isolde screamed. She hung the StG44 rifle over her neck and 
brandished a Panzerfaust. She held the tube over her shoulder and ran to a large 
hole next to her window. She kneeled and squeezed the trigger. 

The Panzerfaust launched its antitank projectile at the enemy MAFV. It also 
expelled a backblast, causing hot gases and smoke to fill up behind Isolde. “Watch 
where you’re firing that!” Harold hollered at her. “You almost fried us!” 

Isolde ignored him. She turned to the window in front of her. 

The projectile missed. It hit the street in front of the Vladimir H/A. The 
enemy MAFV retaliated with a clean shot at the pillars. As a hot pink plasma bolt 
flew toward her, Isolde tackled her husband to the ground. The plasma bolt struck 
the pillars and exploded. The explosion knocked the Lovers unconscious. Both lay 
next to each other, the blue energy shields around their bodies shattered. 

“Walther, Isolde,” Halfrida bellowed, “Are you alright?” 

No response. Halfrida patted her brother’s shoulder. “Are the Lovers dead? 
Did they die or not?” 

“How the hell should I know?” Harold answered. “Just keep shooting! Don’t 
let any of them break through!’ He switched his rifle to full-auto and unloaded a 
full magazine at a platoon of soldiers in the parking lot. 

The Vladimir H/A supported the infantry’s advance. A second Vladimir H/A 
and several Marcella V/16s rolled past the burning armored train, their cannons 
and guns firing at Central Library. Another battalion of Underground infantry 
followed in their wake. They cried, “Death to the Ryanite invader!” 

In the other corridor, Lance and Hannelore were crouched behind two 
windows. Between the windows was a wall of sandbags. Lance squeezed the 
trigger on his G43 semi-auto rifle until the magazine went dry. He ripped the 
empty mag out of the rifle, tossed it on the floor, and loaded a fresh one. 

A squad of enemy infantry swarmed the parking spaces in front of 
Hannelore. One carried a flamethrower. Two guys lugged around a heavy wooden 
box of explosives. Hannelore switched her Browning Automatic Rifle to full-auto. 
“Stay away from me!” She gunned down the two soldiers carrying the box. 

The rest of the squad dove into a crater, while the flamethrower trooper ran 
toward her. Hannelore caught the glare of the soldier’s sunglasses in her eyes. 
“No, yowre not taking me down!” She sent several bullets to his chest. The 
flamethrower trooper staggered and fell into the crater behind him. 
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Margaret was down on her knees behind the sandbags. The group’s field 
radio was laid on the floor next to thighs. She held the handset next to her right 
ear, her left hand covering the other. “Drusilla,” she shouted, “Where the hell are 
your We need you and the other MAFVs here now!” 

A few bullets flew over her head. “What the hell?” Margaret tilted her head to 
the right. “Are you trying to get me killed?” 

Virgil was crouching next to her, the barrel of his Dragunov rifle above 
Margaret’s helmet. “Good as dead.” He had exchanged a few potshots with an 
enemy sniper nested on the rooftops of nearby buildings. Through the scope of 
his rifle, he saw the glare of another sniper’s scope at a bombed-out condo. 

“Enemy sniper!” Virgil played cat and mouse with him. The other sniper had 
him in his crosshairs. He ran to Lance’s window, Hannelore’s window, and back 
to Lance. He altered his movements to prevent the enemy sniper’s spotter from 
discovering his true position. 

Drusilla screamed at Margaret through the handset. “Hey, are you still there? 
Answer me, Godmother!” 

“Tam,” Margaret said. “Can you assist us?” 

“Negative,” Drusilla replied. “Underground is launching a counterattack at 
the nearby park. We’re being overrun as it is. Try calling in the air force.” 

“RGA air units have alerted me of a self-propelled anti-air MAFV 
somewhere nearby,” she told her. “Any new air attacks are out of the question.” 

“Then take the sewers and destroy the anti-air MAFV for us,” Drusilla said. 
“We don’t have much time, Margaret. Go!” 

Margaret set the handset down on the floor. She grabbed her AKS-74u 
leaning on the sandbag on her left. “Hannelore, Lance, Virgil,” she shouted over 
the gunfire. “I’m heading to the sewers. Don’t follow me!” 

No one heard her. Margaret stood up and dashed toward a door at the end of 
the corridor. The sign on the door read ‘Sewer Maintenance Access’. She kicked 
the door down, went inside, and discovered a laddered to the sewer below. She 
climbed onto the ladder and slid downward. 

KK 

A powerful explosion rocked the surface above. Margaret tilted her chin up. 
The ceiling showered her head with specks of debris and dust. She felt the 
vibration in the sewers below, the sheer impact forcing her to drop to her knees. 
What the hell was that? She got back on her feet. 

The fluorescent lights on the wall to her left flickered on and off before 
shutting down completely. The blackout spread to the rest of the sewer complex, 
turning everything pitch black. I wish we spent our money on night vision goggles, Margaret 
thought. Blinded by the darkness, she listened to her surroundings. 

Wastewater still flowed in a shallow path on her right. A few dead bodies 
wallowed in the filth as they drifted into the River to the east. Margaret had no 
idea if those bodies were Underground or Ryanite. Several footsteps trampled in 
the area ahead of her. 
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She wrapped her hand around the plastic handle of a Fulton flashlight 
clamped onto her left breast. Turning it on illuminated the path ahead of her. 
Maybe I should leave it off: She switched off the flashlight. You never know. 

With her AKS-74u slung over her neck, Margaret brandished her Makarov 
from the holster draped over her pelvis. She cocked it and advanced a few 
hundred yards forward. The rushing wastewater guided her around the labyrinth. 
The path ahead ended at a metal ramp. Listening to the wastewater, the path 
veered leftward. Margaret turned left and followed the path. 

A series of gunshots echoed in the distance. Two more guns fired in rapid 
succession. An authoritative male voice yelled, “Find those two and kill them!” 

“Sir!” Over seventy voices responded. 

A company’s worth of boots trampled on the ground ahead of Margaret. 
They splashed through the wastewater to reach another path on the other side. 
Margaret hid behind the corner and leaned her back against the wall. She held the 
Makarov close to her side, her finger on the trigger. Whether they were friendly or 
hostile eluded her. 

Over the trampling boots, the male voice from earlier shouted: “Her Majesty 
is somewhere nearby! Do not let the enemy capture or kill Countess Raynerson!” 

One after another, the footsteps faded into the background until all Margaret 
heard was the flowing wastewater again. So ¢bose were Underground soldiers, Margaret 
thought. The voice mentioning a ‘Princess Raynerson’ piqued her curiosity. What’s 
Countess Cecilia Raynerson doing here? 

Margaret twirled around the corner and jogged toward the path that the 
enemy soldiers came from. A couple feet from the ramp, something caught her 
left feet. What the...? She tripped and fell, her glasses knocked out of her face. The 
world around her grew blurry. She struggled to find her glasses. 

To Margaret’s dismay, what tripped her was the body of a dead Leibgarde 
soldier. The soldier had died not too long ago. Grea#, she thought. She reached for 
the soldier’s dog tag. The tag in her hands, she broke it in half and kept it in a 
pouch on her utility belt. Even so, she still had no idea where her glasses went. 

Five yards ahead of Margaret and the body, a metal door embedded on the 
wall opened. A petite pubescent girl around Drusilla’s age stepped out. She left the 
door open, a bright light from beyond the doorway revealed her identity. Brown 
cutled hair, a silver monocle over her left eye, and braces. 

Cecilia Raynerson, Four Horsemen’s radio operator, stood by the doorway. She 
peeked around the corner of the doorway. She and the other crewmates of Four 
Horsemen had escaped the custody of Margaret’s siblings, Percival and Jennifer, and 
others. Lost in the sewers, she was searching for her crewmates. 

A pair of silver eyeglasses lay on the floor in front of her jackboots. “Whose 
glasses are these?” Cecilia called out. 

She shrugged her shoulders and bent over to pick them up. She closed her 
left eye and looked through the lenses on her right. Both she and Margaret shared 
a similar prescription. “Wow, it’s almost like the optometrist made them just for 
me.” She smirked. “I wonder if I should keep this.” 
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“Over my dead body,” Margaret howled. She pointed at the fuzzy figure 
standing ahead of her. “Give them back or I will shoot, Countess!” She got up and 
approached Cecilia. The Makarov was held close to her right hip. 

“Who are you to say that?” Cecilia spoke in a condescending voice. “I am a 
member of the Raynerson family. That is not how you treat a lady, you a peasant, 
lowlife Waffen-44 wannabe!” She jammed the glasses into Margaret’s face and 
knocked her over the metal ramp before Margaret could react. 

“Just when I thought things weren’t going from bad to worse 
struggled to float in the filthy water. 

Cecilia leaned on the metal ramp. She watched and followed Margaret as she 
drifted away from her. The wastewater took Margaret to a waterfall where they 
Underground soldiers from earlier traveled, where she fell and into a bottomless 
pit. Margaret screamed on the way down. 

“Let that be a lesson to you!” Cecilia jeered. 

Margaret crashed into the water and plummeted to the bottom of the pit. Her 
body drifted further and further away from the waterfall. She blacked out. 

2K OK 
(One day later) 

A bright light assaulted Margaret’s eyes when she regained consciousness. 
Her body floated in the middle of a dark void. The light beamed in front of her. 
Am I dead? She thought to herself. Do I follow the light or what? 

“Yeah, go into the light, why don’t your” a boy snickered. 

“The Kingdom of Heaven awaits,” a girl chimed. 

“Yes, Lord Jesus and Virgin Mary.” Margaret swam toward the light. As she 
got closer, the surrounding void grew brighter. A tall blonde couple appeared in 
front of the light. It was her parents, Delmar and Beatrice Richardson, waving at 
her. “Our favorite daughter is coming home,” they spoke. 

“Mom and Dad,” she told them, “I’m coming.” She kept swimming until the 
light blinded her. When it subsided, she found herself resting on a marble island 
table inside an intact kitchen somewhere in Other-St. Louis. Percival and Jennifer 
had laid her flat on her back and stripped her down to her lace bra and panties. 

“Margaret, you smell terrible!” Jennifer pinched her nose. “Why were you in 
the sewers? Did you plan on deserting in order to become some old Underground 
officer’s teenage wife or mistress or whatever?” 

“That’s the first thing out of mouth, Jen?” Margaret screamed. “You could 
have said something nice to your big sister for once!” 

“How can we be positive at a time like this?” Percival said. 

Margaret screamed in agonizing pain. Gunfire and explosions erupted all 
around outside the building, drowning out her voice. Tears flowed out of her eyes. 
“Where a-are my..c-clothes?” she wailed. “I-I...I can’t fell feel my legs!” 

“Shut up!” Percival, standing beside the table, slapped her cheek. 

“Keep your voice down!” Jennifer stood on the other side. Behind her were a 
stove, a granite spot where her field surgeon kit rested, and a blood-stained sink. 
She went to her field surgeon satchel and returned with a hypodermic syringe and 
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a vial of D-VII. Filling the syringe with the drug, Jennifer drove the needle into 
her sister’s wrist and injected it into her bloodstream. 

The drug’s effects were instant. Margaret calmed down and stopped wailing 
as it circulated around her system. D-VIII was also a sedative, and the dosage 
Jennifer was high enough for her sister to fall asleep. Margaret yawned, her eyelids 
growing heavier by the second. She fell asleep. 

“Thank God that’s over.” Percival wiped the sweat from his brow. “Okay, 
Dr. Jennifer, it’s time for you to operate on Patient Margaret.” 

“Got it, Nurse Percival,” Jennifer giggled. With a portable, handheld laser 
scalpel, she sliced her sister’s abdomen open. Blood splattered the charcoal black 
wool overcoat draping Jennifer’s Fackeltrager suit. “Nurse Percival, get a bottle of 
alcohol and a blood pack please.” 

“Sure.” Percival went to a fridge on his left. He and his other sister had 
packed it full of blood packs and bottles of Scotch whisky. The blood packs were 
stacked in alphabetical columns of ‘A’, ‘B’ ‘AB’ and ‘O’. One shelf had blood 
packs for Rhesus positive, while the ones below them were negatives. 

Like her siblings, Margaret shared the same blood type: ‘O-’. Percival grabbed 
one of them. He took a bottle of aged Scotch from a shelf inside the fridge door 
and closed it. “I got what we need, Jen.” 

“That’s good.” Jennifer operated on her sister. She waved a handheld device 
about the size of a clamshell from the nineties. It featured an LCD screen 
depicting a high-resolution of Margaret’s body. Onscreen, Jennifer discovered 
three bullets lodged in her sister’s abdomen. 

With a pair of forceps, Jennifer removed the bullets from Margaret’s tummy. 
She dumped all three in a metal bowl next to the syringe and the laser scalpel. 
“Interesting...,” she muttered. The bullets were 7.62X25mm Tokarev, a rimless 
Soviet pistol cartridge used during World War I. “Percival, you may want to have 
a look at this.” 

Percival nodded. He stood beside Jennifer and glanced at it. “Those bullets 
were once standard issue among Underground troops in the Rosy Wat.” 

“But by Brotzmanskrieg,” Jennifer added, “Underground arms manufacturers 
phased it out in favor of the 9x18mm Makarov cartridge. Nowadays, only 
members of the Raynerson family use them. So the only person who could have 
shot our sister had to have been one of the Four Horsemen.” 

“And if that’s the case,” Percival said, “The Four Horsemen are still out there. 
We should let the others know ASAP.” 

“That would be wise.” Jennifer nodded. “But first, let me take care of 
Margaret first.” She continued operating on her. 

2K OK 

Drusilla’s Hannibal H/B, the Demy-Princess, rolled out of a park northwest of 
Other-St. Louis’ Central Library. Its steel-gray chassis sported snow-white tiger 
stripes. The turret’s imposing cannon decorated with golden kill rings. A tradio- 
controlled laser machine gun was mounted atop the commander’s cupola. The 
gasoline engine revving, smoke poured out of the twin exhaust pipes in its rear. 
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Burnt-out Sebastian II/H assault gun MAFVs, Cupertino TI/H  self- 
propelled anti-air MAFVs littered the park in neat rows. The Leibgarde’s MAFVs, 
they shared the space alongside countless dead Underground soldiers, and 
knocked-out Longinus HI/Fs and Marcella V/16s. 

The Dewy-Princess proceeded down an empty, dreary street. Mounds of debris 
and layers of fine dust covered the asphalt and concrete sidewalks. Dead RGA 
regulars in overcoats and fur caps lay strewn on the sidewalk and hanging out of 
the windowsills of adjacent buildings. A burning Vladimir II/A sat abandoned at 
the corner of an alleyway on the Demy-Princess’ left. It passed by it, crushing a 
wrecked Longinus III/F underneath its large, wide treads. 

“Woo!” the crew’s driver trumpeted over the division’s radio frequency 
channel. “German engineering rocks!” 

“You can say that again,” the gunner chimed. 

The radio operator spoke to Drusilla. “Commander, I got a report from 
Action Andy. Should I patch him in?” 

“Go ahead,” Drusilla replied. 

Representative Anthony Accardo communicated with Drusilla. “Dewy- 
Princess, this is Action Andy, I just got a sitrep from the guys holed up inside 
Central Library.” 

“What’s going on over there?” she asked. 

“Wise Man, Renate, and the others are fine,” he reported. “They have less 
than two companies of Leibgarde infantry still defending the place. The rest of our 
Division has been sent to assist other part of the city. If you create a breakthrough 
ahead of your Hannibal II/B, we’ll be able to reinforce Central Library.” 

“Copy that,” Drusilla said, “Dewy-Princess out.” She addressed her all-female 
crew. “Okay, ladies, stay frosty. The Underground will be expecting us.” 

“Yes ma’am!” her crewmates responded in enthusiastic voices. 

Past an intersection, the road in front of the Dewy-Princess diverged into a 
Y-junction. A diamond-shaped building stood at the point where the road split 
into two. Inside the remains of a bombed-out department store, an enemy MAFV 
crew had parked their Marcella V/16 behind a hole in a wall. Much of the wall was 
covered up with piles of sandbags and rubble. 

Two other buildings, a police station and a firehouse, stood next to the 
department store. Both buildings boasted an antitank gun inside, the gun itself 
positioned behind large exposed holes. The observers of both AT guns spotted 
the Dewy-Princess as it approached. 

The radio operator intercepted the enemy’s transmissions. She forwarded 
them to Drusilla, the driver, and the gunner. “Tally ho on enemy Heavy MAFV,” a 
female voice declared. “Range one thousand yards, angle forty-five degrees. 
Gunners, fire HEAT shells when ready.” 

Drusilla whistled at her crewmates. “You heard the lady.” 

They laughed. “Loading HEAT shell,” the gunner told her. “Adjusting 
optical sight. Target: Marcella V/16. Range eight hundred yards-” 
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“Diverting engine power to turret hydraulics,” the driver said. “800 psi...750 
psi, 700, 690...” 

“Manning hull laser machine gun,” the radio operator added. “Twenty- 
hundred fifty thousand volt energy cells, they’re all good to go, Drusilla.” 

“Same for coaxial,” the gunner hollered. 

“Cupola laser machine gun is a-ok,” Drusilla told them. 

The antitank guns and the Marcella V/16 fired at the Dewy-Princess. Two 
High-Explosive Anti-Tank shells smashed the welded front glacis plate. The 
Marcella’s red hot plasma bolt struck the gun mantlet. All three shots failed to 
penetrate the hull. 

“Cannon loaded!” the gunner declared. She adjusted the turret’s cannon 
trajectory at the Marcella V/16. 

“Fire!” Drusilla yelled. 

A HEAT shell spiraled out of the Dewy-Princess’ cannon. It smashed 
through the Marcella V/16, knocking out its onboard electronics, disabling it. 
Black smoke poured out of the department store. 

The two enemy antitank guns fired again. Two more shells hit the front 
armor without inflicting any serious damage. The Dewy-Princess halted behind an 
overturned Toyota pickup truck. Its turret rotated to the antitank gun on its left. It 
launched another shell, destroying it. 

Out of fear, the crew of the other antitank gun fled from their post. They 
rigged their antitank gun with bundles of TNT and left as the bombs detonated. 

Victorious, the Dewy-Princess rolled past the overturned Toyota and steered 
to the left-hand road. It followed it to an intersection a hundred yards down. The 
roads to its left and front were cordoned off by large mounds of rubble. The 
Dewy-Princess turned right and advanced along the road before veering left. 

Dead ahead, Underground infantry dug themselves in trenches and foxholes. 
Some carried PTRS-41 AT rifles. The AT riflemen fired a tungsten fusillade of 
rounds at the Dewy-Princess. The Dewy-Princess pushed on with a couple dents 
on its chassis. 

“Emergency loading!” Drusilla yelled. 

“Diverting auxiliary power from engine,” the driver replied. 

“Shutting off radio,” the radio operator added. 

The Dewy-Princess came to a halt. All power from throughout the chassis 
was redirected to its onboard autoloader. The process lasted three seconds. “Ka- 
chink,” the gunner said, “Loaded!” 

“Fire!” Drusilla retorted. 

The Dewy-Princess fired another HE shell. The shell in front of the trenches, 
the shrapnel tearing apart limbs and heads. Portions of the area was covered in 
human blood and guts. “That’s how it’s done!” the gunner cheered. 

“Forward, driver,” Drusilla barked. 

“Acknowledged,” the driver answered. 

The Dewy-Princess advanced forward. Coaxial, hull, and cupola laser 
machine roared at the survivors. They crew butchered any and all who dared to 
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oppose them. Their MAFV cruised past the field of red as it approached the 
parking lot of Central Library. The smell of rotting corpses pervaded the air. It was 
mixed with odor of burning diesel and the faint smell of discharged cordite. 

Hundreds, if not thousands, of dead Underground soldiers littered the 
perimeter and the craters that were left in the parking lot. Many of the bodies 
remained where they fell. 

Dozens of Longinus III/Fs and Marcella V/16s lay abandoned in varying 
states of damage. Treads destroyed. Turrets decapitated from the chassis. Huge 
holes left on the hull. 

A few Underground St. Godfrey Go-5 A-Wings had also crashed. The 
Leibgarde inside Central Library had hijacked the same self-propelled anti-air 
MAFYV that Margaret was supposed to eliminate. Built onto the chassis of a 
repaired Marcella V/16, the turret mounted a duel-barrel AA gun instead of a 
coaxial plasma cannon and laser machine gun. They used the MAFV to shoot 
them down. 

Through the cameras on her Hannibal H’s cupola, Drusilla spotted the 
Republic ensign, still flying above Central Library. “The city is almost ours,” she 
murmured. “It’s just a matter of time...” 
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Chapter Twenty Nine: Early Victories 
(Ryanite Chorus; June 26-30", 2015) 


“Gosh, are these guys even trying or did we bomb them all into submission” 
-Harold Brotzman 


numerous cities along the western bank of the Other-Mississippi. Ryanite 

superweapons rained death and destruction to tens of millions of Allied 
soldiers, exterminating many and scattering the rest. The decisive victory in Other- 
St. Louis evicted the last Allied forces out of the region. With no serious losses, 
the Leibgarde Harold Brotzman Division blitzed through Other-Missouri and into 
Other-Nebraska and Other-Kansas. 

In German Bétrkrieg fashion, the Brotzman twins and their peers secured 
their key objectives ahead of schedule. Other-Lincoln, Other-Omaha, Other- 
Topeka, and Other-Wichita fell to Ryanite forces toward the end of June. By June 
26%, the Lezbgarde and its parent armored corps, 1 Adelbu Panzerkorps, seized 
Other-Oklahoma City from the FYC. 

After a two week siege by elements of the 11% RGA Army, the Leibgarde 
entered the city. Columns of the Leibgarde’s Hannibal I1/Bs, Michael I/As and 
halftracks paraded through cratered streets and ruined city blocks. Some of the 
infantry rode on the Hannibals and Michaels. The weather was chilly, the snow 
and ice already melted. 

The Dewy-Princess led the columns along the scenic route to the state capital 
building. The Republic ensign, mounted on a flagpole next to the turret’s rear 
ammo compartment, fluttered in the wind. Chandler, Margaret, the Lovers, Lance, 
Virgil, and Hannelore were seated atop the Dewy-Princess turret and rear engine 
hood. The seven scanned the buildings, alleys, and rooftops around them. 

Virgil waved his sniper rifle around. “It’s way too quiet for my liking.” 

“You can say that again,” Hannelore muttered. She yawned and stretched her 
arms. “The FYC better not fire back at us.” 

“It’s because Francine McAdams had a deal with Halfrida?”’ Margaret mused. 

“That too,” Hannelore retorted. 

Dead FYC soldiers, crashed A-Wings and burnt-out MAFVs littered the 
streets. Massive craters over a mile deep were scattered throughout the city. 
Smoke arced upward from nearby houses and buildings. 

“Whoa.” Chandler pointed at one of the craters. “That one’s as big as the 
ones on the moon.” 

“Heh,” Virgil snickered. “Good thing none of us lives here.” 

“I find it hard to believe that those craters were made by the 11% Army,” 
Margaret “It had to have been something way larger than their 155mm artillery.” 

“You mean, like, the Hal/frida Brotzman Geschitz?” Lance pondered. 

“Could its shells land in a place as far away as Other-Oklahoma City?” 
Hannelore opined. 


We days, RGA and Adelburger divisions won many major victories in 
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“Good question,” Margaret said. “I guess we'll have to ask Halfrida once she 
and her brother link up with us.” 

The Dewy-Princess rolled deeper into the city without engaging a single enemy. 
It converged on a boulevard to the center of the city. The state capital building 
appeared in the distance. 

A foul, fetid stench of rotting corpses, burning gasoline, and cordite loomed 
in the air. Walther took a brief breath. He turned to his wife. “Isolde, Mezne Liebe,” 
he told her, “It’s that same scent from the Rosy Wat.” 

Isolde sniffed the air around her. “Ja, you’re korrekt. No matter where we 
are, the past never leaves us alone.” 

“Perhaps we were foolish,” Walther said. “Despite making our new lives in 
America, our past continues to haunt us.” 

“What ate you trying to say?” 

“Like our godchildren, we mustn’t run away from our past.” Walther 
pounded the palm of his hand with a clenched fist, his rifle slung over his 
shoulder. “Instead, we should confront it until we could finally set ourselves free.” 

“And how can we do that?” 

“Once this is over,’ Walther swore, “We should persuade Harold to resume 
our hunt for Lady Ostara. Pve had enough of her, anyway.” 

The Lovers continued to scan the nearby surroundings for enemy activity. 

The stench grew stronger. “Man, it reeks out here!” Chandler pinched his 
nose. “This siege couldn’t have lasted for two weeks.” 

“More like two months,” Margaret chimed. 

“It’s only June 26,” Virgil told Chandler. “It could have been that long.” 

“Then again,’ Hannelore added, “We can assume the Halfrida Brotzman 
Geschiitz bombarded this place within that timeframe.” 

The smell made Lance nauseous. “Guys,” he gagged, “I don’t feel too well.” 

“Are you alright?” Hannelore patted his shoulder. “Hang in there.” 

“Uh, Hannelore, I think I’m going to...” Lance vomited on the passing 
asphalt. He hurled again and burped. 

“Could somebody get Lance something to wipe his mouth with?” Isolde said. 

“Is he going to be okay?” Chandler asked the others. 

“Oh, he'll be fine, Chandler,” Virgil said. “The worst that could happen to 
him and the rest of us is dysentery and cholera.” 

“Those aren’t not exactly good, Virgil.” Margaret adjusted her eyeglasses. 

“Too true,” Hannelore agreed, placing her hand over her belly. “I feel like I 
lost my appetite after seeing Lance’s puke.” 

On the road the state capital building, the Dewy-Princess and the seven 
spotted a blockade of several Marconi [IV Medium MAFVs and a company of 
FYC soldiers. The Marconis, their gas tanks emptied, formed a row. Dirty, ragged, 
and exhausted, the soldiers hesitated to shoot at the advancing Leibgarde. 

Fingers on the trigger, the seven pointed their guns at the enemy downrange. 
“Hold your fire,’ Walther called out to his wife and the others. “I doubt they have 
any fight left in them.” 
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“Let’s play it safe, Walther,” Chandler retorted. “You never know if they’ve 
got a trick in store for us.” 

“On the contrary,” Walther disagreed, “I think they've had enough.” He 
pointed his finger at the FYC soldiers positioned behind the roadblock. 

One by one, they laid down their weapons and put their hands up. The 
Marconi IVs deactivated, their crews emerging from the nearby buildings. 

From every street corner and building, more FYC soldiers approached the 
Leibgarde’s columns. They flocked to them in droves. Some held their hands in 
the air; others carried white rags attached to sticks and lead pipes. 

Leibgarde Panzergrenadiers riding on the other Hannibals and Michaels 
dismounted while they were moving. They prowled up to the surrendered soldiers 
with their guns drawn. They took their time rounding up the stragglers among the 
defeated flocks and searched them for hidden weapons. 

“Speak of the devil,” Isolde smirked at her husband. “You were right.” 

“A sign we’ve both been doing this for way too long,” Walther responded. 

The Dewy-Princess halted in front of the inactive Marconi IVs. Chandler’s 
radio handset crackled. “Fair Knight, this is Dewy-Princess,” Drusilla spoke. 

Chandler picked up his radio. “Loud and clear,” he said. “What’s up?” 

“Tt appears the enemy no longer has the will to fight,” she told him. “But our 
business here isn’t over yet. Also, Wise Man contacted me a couple minutes ago.” 

“What did he tell your” 

“He requested that my MAFV’s flag be hoisted on the roof of the state 
capital building.” 

“Say no more, we'll get to it.’ Chandler put his radio away. 

2K 
(Two days later) 

Harold leaned on a table inside a white tent, at a rural field many miles south 
of Other-Oklahoma City. A bright lantern hung over the ceiling. A map of Other- 
Oklahoma and its southern neighbor, Other-Texas, lay on the table. A large 
Republic ensign was pinned to the canvas behind him. 

Halfrida stood beside him, stroking her chin. She studied the map alongside 
her brother with a magnifying glass. While looking at the map, Halfrida scribbled 
down a few notes on a stack of loose leaf paper. 

Walther stood on the other side of the table with his hands behind his back. 
He stared at Harold with attentive ears and restless eyes. 

Representative Accardo drew the Leibgarde’s movements on the map with a 
blue wax pencil. On the map, Accardo drew three shapes for three different 
formations: ‘divisions’, ‘corps’, and ‘armies’. Individual divisions were labelled 
ovals, corps as rectangles, and armies as checkered boxes. He labelled the names 
of all three formations, both friendlies and hostiles. 

Harold addressed the three. “As you all know,” Harold told them, “Our 
successes in Other-Nebraska and Other-Kansas impressed both friend and foe 
alike. High Command even decided to send us to Other-Oklahoma and capture its 
state capital building.” 
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“And we all know how the FYCs defending the city didn’t even put up much 
of a fight,” Halfrida added. 

“Right,” Harold agreed. He pressed his finger at their current position, 
Other-Ardmore. A small town located south of Other-Oklahoma City. Further 
south was the cities of Other-Dallas and Other-Fort Worth. “And so...” 

Ryanite A-Wing warplanes screamed overhead, aerial bombings erupted and 
loud booms rumbled in the distance. Brief, sporadic gunfire broke out before 
fading into the ether. 

The four resumed their conversation. “Anyway,” Halfrida spoke to her 
brother, “You were saying, Harold?” 

“Our final decision to partake in High Command’s ‘deep strike’ initiative has 
become our highest priority.” Harold pulled out a black wax pencil from his 
pocket on the table and circled three cities in Other-Texas. Next to each circle, he 
drew a star and numbered them with a Roman numeral. “Therefore, we are 
presented three equally challenging objectives. We may complete one of them for 
the duration of the operation.” 

“That said; allow me to warn all of you that these objectives are difficult in 
their own right. Our armies have not been able to secure them because of fierce 
resistance in and around those sectors. Emperor Raynerson deems them as crucial 
to his war effort, so it’s no surprise he doesn’t want to give them up.” 

“So completing any of these objectives is enough to suffice?” Halfrida asked. 

“Yes, that’s correct,” Harold answered. 

“How sor” She crossed her arms. 

Walther explained, “High Command will send divisions from the reserves to 
capture the other two objectives for us, Halfrida. We only have enough manpower 
in our Division and our parent Panzerkorps to secure one objective.” 

Representative Accardo pointed at each objective on the map. He turned to 
Harold. “What are the details for each of the three?” 

“Our first choice is Other-Dallas.” Harold pressed the tip of the wax pencil 
against the city on the map. “Earlier this month, RGA airborne had launched a 
daring raid on Other-Fort Worth, west of the city.” He glided the pencil several 
inches to the left. “Right now, the airborne is cut off, encircled, and in need of 
reinforcements to capture Other-Dallas.” 

‘What about the second objectiver” Walther chimed. 

Harold moved the wax pencil away from Other-Dallas and drew a line along 
a highway road to the center of Other-Austin. “If capturing Other-Dallas is 
doesn’t strike our fancy, we can bypass it by pushing south, capturing rail junctions 
that’ll take us to our second choice: Other-Austin.” 

Three blue checkered boxes were drawn east of the city. The boxes denoted 
the RGA’s 24% Army, 3 Panzer Army, and 8 Army. 

“Other-Austin is vital to the Underground’s war effort,” Halfrida said. “The 
entire city is full of ACPs, which means there are lots of Anomalies to be 
harvested every so often.” She gazed at the enemy positions labelled around the 
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city on the map. “Expect fierce resistance as we proceed deeper into the city. 
Those ACPs aren’t the only things we’ll have to deal with.” 

Accardo pointed his blue wax pencil at the third and final choice. “Our third 
choice is Other-San Antonio?” he mused. “That’s the most difficult of them all. 
Nobody’s been able to make it that far into Other-Texas.” 

“Now, why is that”? Walther leaned forward. 

“The answer lies in Other-Houston, east of Other-San Antonio.” Accardo 
moved his wax pencil to the right and planted the tip on Other-Houston. “It’s an 
important port city for the Underground Navy and responsible for almost a third 
of the Underground’s Anomaly refining and manufacturing.” 

Walther saw the lack of progress made by RGA 15% and 19 Armies, the two 
blue checkered boxes closest to Other-Houston. Both armies were located in a 
town called ‘Other-Beaumont,’ several miles east of Other-Houston. Facing them 
was just a handful of red ovals. “What’s with the lack of progress?” 

“The Underground Navy’s fearsome marine divisions kept the two armies at 
bay for weeks,” Accardo said. “High Command believes that whoever captures 
Other-San Antonio ensures the success of the Great Leaps Westward and a huge 
blow to the Underground. Other-Houston will be ours in a matter of days.” 

“Accardo has a point, Walther,” Harold said. “If we take Other-San Antonio, 
we'll be in the position to secure all of western Other-Texas. That alone is worth 
the risk is what he’s implying.” 

“Still, is it worth itr” Walther questioned. 

“Like I said,” Harold stressed, “The rewards of capturing Other-San Antonio 
far outweighs the risks. If we’re fast enough, the enemy won’t see us coming.” 

Halfrida grinned. “Other-San Antonio it is.” 

“A wise choice.” Accardo pulled the smoking Cuban cigar out of his mouth. 
He put it out by grinding it into the center of Other-San Antonio. 

2 KK 
(Two days later) 

The clock struck 5:154M. Cloudy skies loomed overhead. Darkness still 
engulfed the local land. From the center of a town south of Other-Oklahoma City, 
the Leibgarde traveled south along an asphalt road. Several miles down, the 
asphalt pavement ended and replaced with a road of dirt and gravel. The road 
continued south to a bridge that stretched across a small, shallow riverbed and 
into Other-Texas. 

The Dewy-Princess led the vanguard of the Lezbgarde. The halftrack followed 
Drusilla’s Hannibal I1/B from behind. Both had their headlights switched off to 
avoid being seen. The rest of the Division’s armored cars, motorcycles, MAFVs, 
halftracks and trucks were several miles up the road. Its engine rumbled as it rolled 
toward the bridge. Chandler, the Lovers, Margaret, Lance, Hannelore, and Virgil 
rode on its chassis. Bit by bit, the MAFV’s speed decreased and then grinded to a 
halt, a few miles north the bridge. Drusilla’s driver had switched off the engine. 

Inside the enclosed halftrack, two small lights were welded onto the canopy 
ceiling. It bathed the troop compartment in a faint reddish glow. A human-sized 
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cupola was installed between the two lights. Drusilla and her crew sat on the left- 
hand bench, heads strapped to their headsets, hands on the controller sets. The 
Brotzman twins sat on the other bench with Representative Accardo and 
Margaret’s siblings, Percival and Jennifer. A radio was kept underneath their bench 
to communicate with non-Leibgarde units. 

The halftrack came to a halt. “Why ate we stopping?” Harold turned to the 
halftrack driver. 

“State Chancellor,” he said, “We got company at the bridge.” 

“Pl take a look from the top of the canopy.” Halfrida uncrossed her legs, got 
up and climbed onto a ladder to the cupola. She pried open the top hatch, the 
hatch splitting into two. A breeze of cold air rushed against her face. She scanned 
the area up ahead with her binoculars. 

“You may want to have a look, Harold.” She gestured him to swap positions. 

“Okay,” he replied. 

Halfrida slid down the ladder and returned to the bench. Harold took her 
binoculars climbed up to the cupola. He planted his elbows on the round rim of 
the cupola as he looked into the binoculars. 

At the bridge, FYC soldiers established an encampment on opposite banks of 
the river. Two trenches were dug on opposite sides of the road ahead. Two 
platoons of infantry occupied both. Four soldiers in the left trench played music 
from a boom box. 

Each roadside had an Innocent I parked between a pair of Marconi IVs. The 
MAFVs were dug-in behind the soldiers. The turrets appeared inactive. “The 
crews must still be sleeping,’ Harold murmured. 

A similar set-up was situated on the opposite end of the bridge. “Four 
platoons and twelve MAFVs are guarding the bridge,” he informed the othets. 
“There may be mote.” 

“T noticed them myself,” Halfrida spoke, legs crossed while seated. “They 
don’t seem to know we’re coming, which is good for us.” 

An ACP detector clicked from inside the troop compartment. “Whose 
detector is going off?” Harold stared at the floor of the troop compartment. 

“Mine,” Percival answered. “There should be a few ACPs on your right flank, 
about a couple yards off the road. Don’t recommend going in that direction.” 

“Interesting,” Jennifer muttered. 

Drusilla called out to Harold. “We got three options. Should we attack with a 
head-on assault, take them all down by surprise, or find another way around?” 

“Well, the river ahead of us is too shallow for our vehicles to traverse 
through,” Harold said. “And we don’t know how many are beyond the bridge or 
what other weapons they have nearby. Taking the second option is a wise choice.” 

“Understood,” Drusilla responded. 

“Or better yet,” Halfrida suggested, “We could just call in precision-guided 
bombs over the entrenched MAFVs and deal with the infantry ourselves.” 

“Even better,” Drusilla chimed. 

“T don’t know about that,’ Harold voiced. 
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His radio handset crackled. “Wise Man, this Siegfried. Are you seeing this, 
over?” Lance asked. 

Harold hung the binoculars around his neck and held it close to his ear. 
“What is it, Siegfried?” 

“Take a look at behind the trees and bushes next to the left side of the 
bridgehead,” Lance replied. 

“What’s over there?” Harold looked in the general direction of the trees and 
bushes. Switching on the built-in night vision feature, he zoomed in. 

An antitank gun was concealed in the foliage near the bridgehead. Behind it, a 
three-man crew sat on empty crates around a dimmed campfire. The first soldier 
ate his breakfast. The second strummed the strings of a guitar. And the third 
flipped a page on a King James Bible. 

True to his convictions, Harold stuck to his original plan. He climbed down 
the ladder and turned to Drusilla. “How accurate are your shots with the Hannibal 
II/B’s main cannon?” 

“Just as good as my leadership skills as an MAFV commander,” Drusilla told 
him. She patted the shoulder of her crew’s gunner. “Gunner, switch positions.” 

2K KK 

Inside the troop compartment, Halfrida held a pocket watch with a built-in 
stopwatch in her hand. The clock struck 5:33AM. She pushed the record button. 
“Mark.” Her eyes were glued to a red needle rotating clockwise. 

At the same time, Harold radioed the Lovers and their peers. “Mark,” he 
spoke into the handset. 

The Dewy-Princess’ turret aimed at the antitank gun. Crouched behind the 
bushes next to the Hannibal II, the Lovers and the twins’ friends brandished their 
Panzerfausts. The seven straddled their primary weapons over their shouldets. 

5:34AM. Halfrida climbed up to the cupola with a laser designator in hand. 
She pointed its invisible laser at the targets on the other side of the bridge. 

5:35AM. With their antitank weapons ineffective from afar, the seven jumped 
into the ditches dug between the roadside and advanced forward. Less a mile away 
from the enemy, they rushed out of the ditches and zigzagged along fields of 
bushes, trees, and tall grass. 

5:47AM. From the left ditch, Chandler, Margaret, Virgil, and Hannelore crept 
toward a nearby bush. They proceeded along the trees and bushes ahead of them 
and approached the left trench unnoticed. On the other side of the road, the 
Lovers followed Lance to a field of thick grass. They dove into the grass and 
crawled through the grass to the right trench. 

6:12AM. The dark sky brightened from black to dark blue. All seven were 
fewer five hundred feet away from the trenches. The Lovers and Lance hid in the 
fields. They separated themselves by several feet to avoid the back blast from their 
Panzerfausts. 

6:13AM. Chandler crouched behind a row of bushes. He turned around and 
gestured at Virgil, Margaret, and Hannelore to regroup at his positon. After all 
three were gathered behind the bushes, Chandler and dropped on the ground. 
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6:15AM. Harold radioed the seven. “What’s your status?” 

“Tn position,” the seven responded. 

Harold commanded his sister and peers. “Open fire once I give the order.’ 

“Going cold,” Halfrida responded. 

“Alright,” Margaret answered. 

“Naturlich,” Walther agreed. 

“Ja,” Isolde chimed. 

“Yes sit,’ Chandler said. 

“Got it,” Hannelore retorted. 

“Switching to safety,” Drusilla declared. 

“Sure thing,” Lance replied. 

“Mm-hmm,” Virgil murmured. 

6:16AM. “Corps HQ, this is Renate. Send in the air force.” Halfrida called in 
an airstrike on the enemy troops on the other side of the bridge. 

A-Wing ace Peter MacDonald received her request. “This is Plaid One. Clear 
the area, we’re coming in now.” 

“What’s your ETA?” 

“Two minutes.” 

Meanwhile, the seven pulled the safeties on their Panzerfausts to reveal the 
firing levers. Each held the recoilless tube over his or her shoulders. A small slit on 
the safety guided their aim. 

6:18AM. Eight Ryanite A-Wing jet fighters screamed toward the bridgehead, 
thousands of feet above. They swooped down from the clouds to make their 
bombing run. The veteran squadron piloted St. Francis Fr200s, A-Wings patterned 
after the multirole ‘Schwalbe’ variant of the Messerschmitt Me262. 

Peter and his squadron blared out of everyone’s radios. “Pickle, pickle!” 

The Fr200s strafed the enemy south of the bridge. They dropped cluster 
bombs, launched antitank missiles, and showered the trenches with plasma cannon 
bolts. They soared over the trenches and disappeared into the clouds. 

“Woohoo!” Peter shouted. His A-Wing barrel-rolled and it climbed upward 
with the rest of the squadron. “Returning to base.” 

“Thanks for the help, Plaid Squadron,” Halfrida said. 

6:19AM. Harold radioed Drusilla, his peers, and the Lovers. “Fire at willl” 

The Dewy-Princess sent a high explosive shell at the antitank gun. The shell 
scored a direct hit and scattered large shards of metal like a shotgun blast. Sharper 
than medical bone saws, the shards chopped off the crew’s limbs and sliced their 
heads in half. 

The Lovers, Chandler, Hannelore, Margaret, Virgil, and Lance got up and 
squeezed the levers on their Panzerfausts. Seven rockets sped into the chassis of 
the four Marconi IVs and the two Innocents. Smoke blanketed their presence. 
Gunfire broke out. 

From the exposed cupola, Halfrida taunted the enemy. “Man, these FYC 
guys are terrible shooters!” She slammed a clenched fist on the canopy roof. 

“T know, tight?” Harold yelled from inside the halftrack. 


> 
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Chapter Thirty: Kulturkampf 
(Ryanite Chorus; July 10°-30", 2015) 


“KULTURKAMPF!” 
-RGA High Command, via SuperEnigma.exe 


delburger motorcycles and armored cars raced south across a dreary 
A highway road. Destroyed overpasses, shot down Underground A-Wing St. 

Faustina Fa-38 fighter planes, and burnt-out Marcella V/16s greeted them. 
Countless bodies barbecued. The orange sky darkened as the cool sunset faded. 
Thick clouds blotted out the night sky. 

Thousands of Maurice II/Hs, Michael I/As, Hannibal II/Bs MAFVs, 
Hanomag halftracks, and Opel Blitz trucks followed in the wake of the 
motorcycles and armored cars. Some Adelburgers rode on the MAFVs. I Adelbu 
Panzerkorps was steamrolling to the northern outskirts of Other-San Antonio. 
Among them was Adelbu Panzer Division Lethgarde Harold Brotzman. 

Snow fell like ash from the heavens. Strong winds from the west blew it all 
over the place. Vehicle headlights flickered to life. The temperature plummeted to 
subzero levels. Everyone was clad in Type I Fackeltrager suits. The suit boasted a 
denser blue energy shield over a Kevlar vest and leather double breasted overcoat 
on top of the original suit. Each Adelburger wore a gasmask equipped with filters 
and voice modulators for communication. 

The weather worsened as the minutes wore on. Harold and Halfrida ordered 
the five Panzer divisions of I_Ade/bu Panzerkorps to dig in for the night. The skyline 
of downtown Other-San Antonio disappeared under a heavy veil of fog. Anything 
seen from a distance greater than thirty yards vanished. 

The Deny-Princess was parked next to an insulated officer’s tent large enough 
to fit eight Hannibal II/B Heavy MAFVs. Drusilla and her crew had buried their 
MAFY’s chassis in snow, leaving the turret untouched. 

Inside the tent, the Brotzman twins and their peers took advantage of their 
newfound free time. Harold sat at the bedside of his personal bed, shuffling 
through a stack of photos. The photos depicted a wide array of war trophies 
captured by the Leibgarde Division and its parent Panzerkorps. They depicted icons 
of Marian apparitions painted on the Underground MAFVs and A-Wings. 

Halfrida lay on her back, reading another of her hefty tomes in bed. A book 
entitled, Clash of Civilizations and the Remaking of World Order. In it, the author 
warned of an apocalyptic struggle along cultural and religious lines. Like most 
books in her collection, it foretold the coming of Brotzmanskrieg. 

Her husband lay next to her, holding a New American Bible, reading about 
the ‘Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse’ in the Book of Revelation. It got Chandler 
thinking about his life with Halfrida after Brotzmanskrieg. 

Margaret sat in a chair next to Harold’s bed. She sipped a hot soup from an 
aluminum thermos. A nightstand stood behind the chair. Her Makarov and 
Harold’s SIG Sauer handguns rested on the nightstand next to loaded magazines. 
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The Lovers rested in a bed built for two, a blanket draping their bodies. They 
shared a pillow together as they slept. Walther’s nickel-plated Colt 1911 and 
Isolde’s Mauser C96 handguns were placed beneath their pillow. 

In the middle of the tent, a lantern was hung from the ceiling. Flames flowed 
out of an oil barrel. Chopped firewood burned inside the barrel. Hannelore, sitting 
on a log, held her frozen hands above the fire. Lance stabbed a marshmallow into 
the sharp end of a stick and placed the marshmallow next to Hannelore’s hands. 

Drusilla stood in front of the canvas on the right side of the tent. She hung a 
chart depicting a tally of MAFV kills on the canvas above her bed. The surnames 
of her subordinate MAFV commanders were listed on the chart. With a black 
Sharpie, she drew a number next to each name to mark their total kills. 

Virgil sat in a corner next to his bed. He cleaned the barrel of his SVD 
Dragunov and fine-tuned the sniper rifle. 

Halfrida’s shortwave radio rested on a nightstand between Drusilla and 
Lance’s beds. The group of ten left the radio on and tuned it to RGA-syndicated 
radio station. The Church hymn ‘For Christ the King (An Army of Youth)’ filled 
the air. It ended with a female voice coming out of the speakers. 

“You are listening to Wonderland Calling,” she announced, “The official radio 
of the Ryanite armed forces. The time right now is 10:30 hours, Eastern Standard 
Time. I’m your host, Philadelphia Phoebe.” 

“Today, we ate proud to report stunning victories from the front in the 
Otherworld,” Philadelphia Phoebe said in an elated tone. “Troops of the I_Adelbu 
Panzerkorps stormed into Other-Texas like a torrent of rushing water earlier this 
month. Everywhere, the ‘Heroes of Catholic Education’ did battle against the 
homeschooling menace, the Catholic School Underground.” 

“A few days ago, Underground 34 and 5' Imperial Tank Armies and FYC 4 
Army launched a desperate counterattack as [_Ade/bu Panzerkorps blitzed deeper in 
Other-San Antonio. Harold called in our proud air force to rain down the wrath of 
his twin sister over the Allies.” 

Philadelphia Phoebe laughed. “Massive Ordnance Air Blasts exterminated 
everything within a thousand yards in a fiery holocaust. Massive Ordnance 
Penetrators turned even the strongest fortifications to rubble. The imposing 
Halfrida Brotzman Geschiitz strack fear into the hearts of whole cities.” 

She laughed even harder. ‘Superweapons are a girl’s best friend’, Halftrida 
says.” Her tone turned seductive. “To all the Allied soldiers listening to today’s 
broadcast, listen to my voice. GACSS is ascending to proclaim its destiny to bring 
the Gospels to all nations.” 

“Your generals and political leaders assert that you all have the advantage. 
How you must steamroll us into submission. But we will emerge victorious in this 
struggle.” She gigeled. “So relax, enjoy the music. Our boys and girls are writing 
your families its kindest condolences. This is Wonderland Calling.” 

The voice of Cousin Ulrich blared out of the shortwave radio. “Catholic 
Education is in a Clash of Civilizations,” he exhorted. “The struggle to ensure a 
quality education for every Catholic man, woman, and child rages on in the 
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frontlines of Brotzmanskrieg! The brick and mortar parochial school versus the 
rock-solid homeschool ruled by one father, one mother. One side will prevail over 
the other, mark my words. In every hour of each day, always pray for a swift end 
to the war and an arduous peace.” 

Philadelphia Phoebe’s voice returned. “And now for some music.” 

The Battle of Other-San Antonio loomed in the coming morning. 

2K 
(One day later) 

The winter storm died at the crack of dawn. Dark clouds dispersed from the 
purple and orange skies above. The landscape inside and around Other-San 
Antonio was a wasteland of snow. 

The clock struck 7AM. The fog faded. Red flares arced upward. Encrypted 
radio chatter filled the airwaves. The Leibgarde and their fellow Adelburgers 
resumed their advance toward the city. 

One hundred thousand Adelburgers marched in the snow across no man’s 
land in long columns. Others rode on the seven thousand MAFVs and four 
thousand halftracks rolling past them. 

The Dewy-Princess and a battalion of the Leibgarde’s Hannibal I/Bs 
spearheaded the attack, their crews’ enclosed halftracks trailing after them from 
behind in a neat row. In the middle of the row of halftracks, Halfrida opened the 
cupola hatch atop hers. Outside, the air was as cold as the Devil’s heart. 

Harold called out to her from inside the troop compartment. “What’s it like 
out there, Halfridar” 

“Give a few seconds.” She scanned the area up ahead with a pair of 
binoculars. Several miles of open flat terrain separated the Ryanites from the 
Underground troops and MAFVs guarding the northern highways into the city. As 
the halftrack got closer, she observed the defenses. 

Rows of barbed wire adorned the open fields between the highway roads. 
Dragon’s teeth, concrete square-pyramids, blocked the roads. Behind the barbed 
wire and the dragon’s teeth stood signs depicting a skull and crossbones. Bold 
black letters printed on the signs. Danger, they read, Minefield ahead! 

Past the signs, unknown numbers of Underground fortified themselves in 
two perimeters of concrete trenches, foxholes, pillboxes, and burrowed bunkers. 
The bunkers flaunted machine guns, the pillboxes antitank guns. Longinus III/F 
turrets erected atop every pillbox. Idle Marcella V/16s, Marconi IVs, and a few 
dreaded Vladimir III/Ls parked under camouflage nets. 

Purther south, the once impressive skyline of downtown Other-San Antonio 
lay in ruins. Half of the skyscrapers had collapsed after last night’s bombings. The 
other half were undamaged. 

The Dewy-Princess and the other Hannibal II/Bs halted. The halftracks 
followed suit. Halfrida closed the hatch and slid down the ladder to the troop 
compartment. She turned to her brother, seated next to Percival and Jennifer on 
the left-hand bench. “It’s no good,” she told him. 

“What’s no good?” Harold strapped his head to the Telepathic Chat Relay. 
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“The defenses beyond no man’s land look pretty tight,” Halfrida clarified. 

“Then enemy must be getting desperate,’ Jennifer voiced. “They’re 
determined not to lose this city to us.” 

“And attacking them head-on like that is suicide,” Drusilla said. She and her 
crew were seated on the bench. 

“Right,” Percival agreed. 

“If there’s a will, there’s a way,’ Harold replied. “We can always destroy 
those defenses with artillery fire and carpet bombing.” He addressed his sister. 
“Halfrida, send in the air force and radio our divisional artillery units. I want the 
defenses softened up before we can send in our combat engineers.” 

“Got it.” Halfrida turned to the other bench. Drusilla’s jackboots covered the 
radio beneath the bench. “Could you spread your legs for me?” 

“Excuse me?” Drusilla gigoled. “Do you realize what you’re saying?” 

“What do you mean?” Halfrida cocked her head to the side. 

Drusilla grinned. “A girl shouldn’t ask another to ‘spread her legs’. That’s like 
designing an MAFV after the Hetzer and making its gun mantlet resemble a small 
phallus. You could’ve asked to me to scoot over to the side, you know?” She 
moved her feet away from the radio. 

Halfrida sighed. “Whatever.” She kneeled in front of the radio, switched it 
on, and picked up the handset lying next to it. “Renate to all support units on 
standby.” She stood up. “Target these coordinates-” 

Artillery shells slammed against the enemy lines. BI371A jet-propelled A- 
Wing bombers flocked the skies above by the dozens. They dropped thousands of 
unguided bombs. The bombs carpeted the trenches, bunkers, and pillboxes in a 
gasoline inferno. Everyone and everything was exterminated in the flames. 
Nothing had a chance. 

Halfrida radioed the Leibgarde’s combat engineers. “Engineers,” she spoke 
into the handset, “Get moving! We don’t have all day.” 

2 KK 
(Nineteen days later) 

San Antonio’s St. Mark Catholic High School has served locals living in 
central San Antonio since Marianist brothers founded it in 1917. Three-story high, 
the L-shaped school building and its massive sports fields in the back were nested 
along a winding two-lane road that diverged into a Y-junction. A radio station, a 
Catholic parish, a local book store, and an empty lot surrounded the campus. Like 
the rest of the city, these landmarks were also present in Other-San Antonio. 

In the Other-San Antonio, a company of Leibgarde troops garrisoned its 
bombed-out doppelganger. Shattered windows reinforced with plywood boards, 
sandbag piled behind destroyed walls. Entrances barricaded. Foxholes dug at the 
empty lot in the north and the sports field to the west. 

Ten St. Joan V/16 self-propelled assault gun MAFVs approached the school 
grounds with over a hundred assault infantrymen. Their plasma cannons tilted 
upward at the building ahead. They lobbed red hot plasma bolts at the building. 
The plasma bolts exploded upon impact, leaving behind large holes on the walls. 
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From the third floor windows, machine gunners sprayed a volley of bullets at 
elite Underground soldiers attacking from all directions. Snipers assassinated 
enemy officers, machine gunners, flamethrowers, and other key targets. Riflemen 
and assault troopers defended the school building from ground floor windows. 

As more of them succumbed to the Leibgarde, the enemy soldiers tossed 
smoke grenades at their line of fire. Thick smoke blanketed their movements as 
they dashed from crater to crater, foxhole to foxhole. 

Behind a third floor window, Harold sat on the floor of an empty classroom, 
reloading. Bullets whizzed past his head and ricocheted on the wall in front of 
him. “Who are these guys, anyway? They just don’t know when to give up!” 

Halfrida leaned on the wall next to him, peeking around another window, 
exchanging a few potshots with the enemy. “Did you forget? We’re dealing with 
the Christus Rex Armored Corps, Harold.” She stepped behind the windowsill of 
the other window and sent a few bullets to a running Christus Rex outside. 

“Oh, that’s just great!” Harold whined. His radio handset crackled. He pulled 
it out of his satchel. 

“Godmother here,” Margaret said. “I just recetved word from my siblings at 
the nearby pharmacy. Could you meet me in the music room downstairs?” 

“Pll be there soon...” An explosion in the classroom next door pummeled 
Harold to the ground. “...Wise Man out.” He put his two-way radio away. 
“Margaret has something for us, Halfrida. Could you hold out until I come back?” 

“Yeah, sure, whatever...” Halfrida ducked and stood upright. She emptied an 
entire magazine suppressing an entire Christus Rex squad. “Go, get moving!” 

Harold got back on his feet. Grabbing his SG550, he ran out of the room. 

In the music room, Hannelore leaned next to a boarded-up window. A few 
bullets went through the slits between the boards. She poked around the 
windowsill and shot a few rounds out of a window with an M14 semi-auto rifle. 

“Damn, how many Christus Rex soldiers are in this Godforsaken city?” she 
shouted. Hannelore fired several more rounds before reloading. 

A stray bullet grazed her left upper arm. Hannelore fell on her back. “I’m 
hit!” She got back on her feet and continued shooting. 

At the teachers’ desk, halfway across the room, Margaret crouched behind 
the desk. She spoke to her sister over the field radio strapped to her back. “What 
did you and Percival find, Jen? It better be good!” 

“It should,” Jennifer said. Heavy gunfire broke out in the background. “We 
found an informant who claims she’ll lead us to the Little Flower Battalion. You 
wort be disappointed.” 

Static cut the sisters’ off from each other for over a minute. “Jen, Jen, can 
you hear me?” Margaret spoke into the handset, her left hand covering her other 
eat. The intense combat outside became deafening. 

The static ceased and Jennifer’s voice returned. “Did you get all that?” 

“No,” Margaret replied. “Please repeat what your last message, over.” 

An explosion went off a few doors down. Margaret’s ears rang. 
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Harold’s voice echoed from somewhere outside the music room. “Hurry 
Chandler,” he yelled, “Put out the fire!” 

“Pm on it,” Chandler’s voice responded. 

Jennifer called out to her sister. “Margaret, are you still there?” 

The ringing in Margaret’s ears subsided. “Yeah, I’m still listening. Go ahead, 
send me the last part of your message—and make it fast.” 

“My squad and I are pinned down at the pharmacy,” Jennifer said. “Percival 
and his squad are taking fire from machine guns at a grocery not far from my 
position. The informant’s all yours if you could help us out, over.” 

“As much as I love to, we’re also kind of in trouble over here,” she told her. 
“Can’t you get the Dewy-Princess to help you guys out?” 

“Negative,” Jennifer answered. “Dewy-Princess is currently assisting our 
Division’s push into the industrial parts of town. You guys are the only ones close 
enough to assist us.” 

“Alright then,” Margaret said. “Tll ask if Wise Man will let us relieve you. 
Godmother out.” 

Harold barged into the music room. He stopped in front of the doorway to 
catch his breath. Wiping the sweat rolling down his forehead, he spoke to 
Margaret. “What do you got for me?” 

“My siblings appear to have captured an informant, but I have suspicions that 
it might be Countess Cecilia,” she said to him. 

“Your intuition never ceases to amaze me,” Harold smirked. 

“Anyway, they’re pinned down by Christus Rex and we’re the only ones who 
can save them, Harold.” Margaret straddled the field radio and grabbed her AKS- 
74u lying on the teacher’s desk. Replacing an empty magazine, she cocked the gun. 

“Then we better get moving.” Harold stepped away from the doorway as 
Margaret left the room. “Hannelore,” he called out to her, “We’re moving out!” 

“Okay!” Hannelore ran past him. 

Harold followed suit. He went around the school gathering the others. 
Everyone and his sister were one step ahead of him. 

At the parking lot overlooking the football field, the Lovers ran up to an 
abandoned Pak43 antitank gun. Its former crewmen, a trio of Leibgarde, lay dead 
on the asphalt behind the AT gun. Walther slammed an APCR shell into the 
cannon. Isolde adjusted the trajectory of the cannon at the two Joan V/16s 
positioned on the football field. 

“Geladen!”’ Walther told his wife, holding up an OK gesture. 

Isolde nodded. She aimed the cannon at a Joan V/16 parked at the center of 
the field and fired the shell. The shell missed. 

Walther loaded another. “Ge/aden\” he shouted. 

She fired again. The second shell rammed into the Joan’s sloped hull. Its 
internal electronics disabled, the Joan was knocked out of action. 

The next shell loaded, Isolde tilted the cannon to the right. She spotted the 
other Joan V/16 at the thirty yard line. The Pak 43 fired. The shell scored a direct 
hit on the second Joan’s plasma cannon, destroying it. Another shell disabled it. 
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“Scratch one Panzer,” Walther boasted. 

On the Lovers’ right flank, the Brotzman twins and the others sprinted out of 
fire exit from the school gymnasium. They rallied around the Lovers at the Pak43. 

Harold waved his left arm at them. “We’re moving to the pharmacy!” 

The others ran past the PaK43. Harold rejoined them. The Lovers picked up 
their StG44 assault rifles lying on the ground beside the dead bodies. 

Together, the Heroes bolted toward the football field. They crossed the field, 
passing by slain Christus Rex soldiers and the two destroyed Joan V/16. From the 
other side of the field, they approached a street that went straight to the pharmacy 
and the grocery store to the west. 

2 KK 

The westbound road to the pharmacy was anything but clear. Companies of 
Christus Rex MAFVs and infantrymen overwhelmed Leibgarde positions up and 
down the road from a bombed-out neighborhood to the north. Some Leibgarde 
were lost in the confusion, MAFVs and other heavy weapons abandoned and 
captured by the enemy. 

A Christus Rex machine gunner, from the window of a two-story house 
across the road, pelted a squad of nine Leibgarde soldiers with bullets. He shouted 
war cries as his PKM light machine gun roared at them. 

The squad, retreating from the pharmacy next to the grocery store, ran to a 
pile of rubble in a parking lot. The sergeant was hit. The medic, his coal scuttle 
helmet painted snow white with emblazoned red crosses, dragged the sergeant’s 
body toward the rubble. Several bullets shattered his suit’s energy shield. He 
dropped to his knees and fell on his back. 

On the other side of the street, the Heroes prowled along a sidewalk. Harold 
took point. He and the others hugged the wooden fence on their right flank, their 
guns facing the front, left, and rear flanks. 

The machine gunner beyond the fence reloaded his weapon. A brief silence 
followed. “He’s not done yet,” Hannelore said. 

The lead fusillade continued. Bullets flew over their heads. “Hit the dirt!” 
Harold kneeled on the sidewalk, the others following suit. 

“Enemy’s not firing at us!” Chandler yelled at Harold. 

“Chandler is korrekt!”? Walther laid flat on the concrete. 

Harold observed his surroundings. Further up the road, a platoon of 
Leibgarde behind two sandbag walls were cut down by enemy fire. A lone antitank 
rocket knocked out the Hubert HI/F positioned between the sandbag walls. Two 
Longinus II/Fs rolled past the burning Hubert III/F, their laser machine guns 
spraying at the Leibgarde posted at the pharmacy storefront and its windows. A 
platoon of Christus Rex stayed behind their armor support. 

Margaret tapped on Halfrida’s shoulder. Halfrida was crouched behind her 
brother. She turned to Margaret. 

“What’s he doing?” Margaret whispered into her ear. 

“What else do you think he’s doing?” Halfrida whispered back. 
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The machine gun fire resumed. Harold tilting his head left. The parking lot 
on his left was the safer route to the parking lot of the pharmacy. But enemy 
machine gunner had a good field of fite covering that area. We can’t cross the street if 
this machine gunner’s still shooting. He stood up and followed the sidewalk to a street 
corner on his right. The others piled up on the fence behind him. 

At the corner, Harold peeked at the street on his right. A few hundred yards 
down the road, a squad of Christus Rex advanced alongside a captured Cupertino 
IH/H after killing its operators. The rogue Cupertino halted, covering the street. 

Harold leaned away from the corner. Its quad-mounted laser guns will hit us 
as far away as here. He took out a smoke grenade and tossed it around the corner. 
Red smoke billowed in the middle of the street. He signaled the others to stay 
where they were and rushed around the corner. 

The wooden fence on his right shortened enough for him to climb onto. The 
smoke dissipated. The captured Cupertino’s laser guns beamed shots at him. 
Jumping up and down on the adjacent sidewalk, he scaled the fence and landed 
feet first on a thick patch of snow and tall grass. 

The barrel of a Russian-made PKM machine gun poked out of a second floor 
window. Harold smirked. So shat’s where you were hiding. He slung his SG550 rifle 
over his shoulder and drew his M79 grenade launcher. 

A 40mm high explosive grenade soared toward the window. It detonated, 
destroying the window. The dust cleared, Harold saw nothing but a large hole and 
a splatter of meat tossed about. Got him. He ran back to the street. The Cupertino 
on his right flank was gone. 

Past the street corner, the others were still waiting for him. “Look alive, 
Heroes!” Harold shouted. “We’re moving!” He and the others crossed the street 
ran toward the squad behind the pile of rubble. 

Margaret spotted Percival among the soldiers. “Where’s our sister?” 

“What?” Percival’s ears were ringing. He stared at her with a perplexed look. 

She slapped his cheek. “Come on, don’t be an idiot! Just tell me!” 

“Nein!” Isolde intervened. “Leave him alone!” 

“She’s right, Margaret,” Halfrida told her. “The enemy must have ruptured 
his eardrums earlier. Let him be.” 

Percival eyed Harold. The ringing in his ears faded. “Where do you need us?” 

“Just get inside the grocery store and cover the road!” Harold pointed at the 
building behind the squad. “Take your fallen sergeant and medic with you!” 

“Yes sit.” Percival whistled at his squad. His squad members dragged the 
wounded medic and sergeant into the grocery. The automated doors slid open 
they rushed in. 

Harold and the others traversed along the sidewalk outside the grocery’s 
storefront. They approached a side-street that led to a sprawling shopping center. 
Crossing the side-street, they bolted to the back of the pharmacy and went inside 
through a tear service entrance. 
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Past the service entrance, they jogged down a hall to a doorway on their left. 
The doorway led to the pharmacy area. On the other side, they found Jennifer and 
the informant hiding behind the pharmacy counter. 

Jennifer sat on the floor next to the informant, radioing an airstrike. Her and 
Percival’s platoon radio was leaning next to a cabinet below the counter. “I don’t 
cate,” she said into the handset. “Send them all to Hell if you have to!” 

The informant turned out to be Cecilia Raynerson. She recognized Margaret’s 
face. “Just when I thought today wouldn’t get any worse.” 

“Oh, hey, I remember you.” Margaret raised her voice at her. “You kicked 
me into the pool of wastewater back at Other-St. Louis!” 

“Pm sorry it had to come to this.” Cecilia planted her head against her thighs. 

“Where'd you find herr” Lance asked. 

“She came to us waving a white flag,” Jennifer replied. “I don’t think the 
Christus Rex were aware of this, so they sent a small contingent to come looking 
for her, Lance.” 

“How sure ate your” Virgil chimed. 

Jennifer glared at Virgil. “Do I look like I know all the answers? I’m trying to 
stay alive!” She turned to Cecilia. “Care to share the others what you told me?” 

Cecilia nodded. “As you may have guessed, the Christus Rex are also in the 
city, and so is the Little Flower Battalion. I will take you to their headquarters 
under the condition?” 

“What do you have in mind?” Harold asked. 

“And make it quick,” Halfrida added. 

“The assurance that I will be treated well in a Ryanite POW camp 
somewhere,” Cecilia told the twins. “Anything less is not good enough.” 

Halfrida and Harold walked away from the others. “Should we let her take us 
straight to the Little Flower Battalion’s lair? The Four Horsemen might also be 
there as well.” 

Harold sighed. “Of course, why shouldn’t we?” 

She wiped the sweat from her brow. “This could be a trap.” 

“If it is, why would she come all this way to Ryanite lines?” he questioned. 
“You do know we rarely offer quarter to anyone who surrenders, right?” 

“Yes, I know,” she said. “But it’s her word against whatever she might be 
conniving behind her backs.” 

“Sounds kind of cynical,” he voiced. “Look, we just have to trust her.” 

“And what happens if Pm right?” 

“Then we'll spend an eternity in Purgatory, reflecting how stupid this whole 
venture was. You never know, Halfrida.” He strutted away from his sister. 

“Or so you think...” Halfrida shook her head and rejoined the others. 
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Chapter Thirty One: Zugzwang 
(Ryanite Chorus; July 30-31", 2015) 


“Get every damn one of them or else this war nill never end!” 
-MAFV Commander, 5“ Adelbu Panzer Division 


yanites go home!” a ten year old Catholic schoolgirl screamed. She waved a 
R Kalashnikov at approaching rows of Leibgarde troops and Hannibal I/Bs, 

spraying bullets all over the place. A dozen laser machine gun beams tore 
her arms off and pumped her chest full of holes. Reduced to a bloody mess, she 
fell into her grave—a hastily dug foxhole. 

Two of the girl’s female classmates shared the foxhole with her. Both 
shrieked in horror when they saw their friend’s corpse drenched in blood and 
mud. Scared, one of the girls shook the other by the shoulders. “Samantha, we’ve 
got to go!” She wept over her other classmate’s body. 

“But Barbara, we can’t let the Neo-Nazis annex our city,” Samantha replied. 
“What will Ursula say about our cowardice?” 

“Who cares about that idiot,” Barbara cried. “We have to go!” 

A Marcella V/16 parked on the street to their left exploded into a fireball. 
Over the distant gunfire, the girls heard Halfrida howling like a werewolf. “This is 
wat,” she yelled at her peers. “Show no mercy to these Pharisees!” 

“How'd you like your barbecue, Halfrida?” Lance, clad in the Mk II 
Packeltrager suit, appeared in front of the girls with a flamethrower. He poured 
streams of holy fire into the foxhole. Samantha and Barbara screamed in agonizing 
pain as the flames barbecued them to perfection. 

Halfrida ran up to Lance’s side. “Well done, you stupid war criminal!” she 
told him, shaking her head in disapproval. The three schoolgirls were nothing 
more than a small pile of Southern-style barbecue covered in mud and dirty water. 

The Dewy-Princess advanced past them, its front armor absorbing bullets. 
Harold and the others followed the Dewy-Princess from behind. Halfrida and Lance 
rejoined them as they approached a trench in the middle of a hellish intersection. 
Numerous buildings in the vicinity were set ablaze by incendiary bombs from 
strafing Ryanite A-Wings. 

Based on Countess Cecilia’s testimony, the Heroes and the Leibgarde 
speatheaded an assault into the downtown area. The Underground grew desperate 
as the MAFVs of I Adelbu Panzerkorps pushed further and further into the city. 
The enemy threw everything they had to stall their advance to City Hall and the 
Assembly Building at the city center. 

Enemy Underground regulars and auxiliaries conscripted from the local 
population opened fire from a trench up ahead. Their bullets ricocheted on the 
Dewy-Princess’ impenetrable hull. None of them had any antitank weapons to stop 
the hulking behemoth. 

An old man with a walking cane emerged from the rubble of a collapsed 
building on the Dewy-Princess’ right flank. He limped away from the Dewy-Princess. 
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Drusilla’s Driver slowed the MAFV down, consulting Drusilla on whether she can 
crush him beneath the wide treads. 

“No Driver, don’t run him over!” Drusilla mused over the Heroes’ radios. 

Walther, armed with a Mossberg 500, pumped back the forend. He 
meandered around the rear of the Dewy-Princess and sent a few buckshot rounds 
into the old man’s back and hip. “See you in Purgatory!” 

The old man tripped on a fallen brick. The Dewy-Princess ran over the man’s 
body as the MAFV regained momentum. 

“The hell were you doing, Walther?” Harold yelled at him. 

“That cane of his should have been considered as a weapon,” he replied. 

“Forget it!” Harold reached into his satchel and pulled out a stick grenade. 
“Everyone, pull out your grenades! We’re storming the enemy up ahead!” 

Halfrida and the others nodded their heads. Together with Harold, they each 
lobbed a single stick grenade over the Dewy-Princess and into the trench. Their 
grenades exploded one after another, enemy combatants tossed around like 
ragdolls. The Dewy-Princess crossed the trench. The Brotzman twins and the others 
jumped over the trench and ran out into the open. 

A wounded Underground officer, hiding among the dead, stood atop the 
fallen. He fired his bloodstained Nagant revolver at Margaret from behind. A lead 
fusillade shot through his body. Dropping his revolver, he fell into the trench and 
joined the dead. 

“Nobody messes with my family! Percival growled. He and Jennifer 
unloaded their MP40s at the pile of corpses. Representative Accardo hurdled 
across the trench. Jennifer and Percival, holding each other’s hands, leaped over it. 
The rest of the Leibgarde’s Hannibal II/Bs and infantry followed in their wake. 

At the intersection, Underground soldiers and civilians shot the Leibgarde 
from trenches, piles of fallen rubble, and sandbags. Other opened fire from the 
windows of adjacent buildings. 

From the rooftop of a tall apartment building, a middle-aged man clutched 
his chest whilst having a heart attack. He dropped his rifle and went over a ledge, 
falling to his death. In the window below the roof, his faithful wife fired her 
bazooka at the Dewy-Princess. 

The rocket instead hit a burnt-out police car behind the Dewy-Princess. Virgil 
spotted her through the scope of his Dragunov. He shot her twice. “One less 
granny in need of Social Security,” he cackled. 

“That’s pretty dark,” Isolde voiced. 

“But you and Walther are as young as us!” Chandler said. 

“Who are you to judge?” she quipped. 

As the Leibgarde converged on the intersection, a company of Christus Rex 
raced down the road to assist Underground regulars and auxiliaries at the 
intersection. A column of lend-lease Marconi IVs painted in Underground winter 
camouflage. Over the burning skyline, a Ryanite Ga215 strafed the column from 
its rear flank. The autocannon revving to fire, the Ga215 wasted the Marconi IVs 
before ascending upward. 
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Another column rolled past the destroyed Marconi IVs. Two Vladimir 
IH/Ls, a Marcella V/16, and an Innocent I opened fire at the Leibgarde whilst 
moving. They parked behind the defenders’ positions at the intersection. 

Clenching his left fist, Harold pushed it forward three times. “Assault!” 

The Dewy-Princess fired a smoke shell at the enemy’s field of fire. 

“Ruhm und Ehre,’ bis twin sister and the others cried. With fixed bayonets, 
they sprinted toward the enemy positions. The smoke concealed their movements 
amidst showers of lead, lasers, and plasma. Enemy Go-5 A-Wings swooped down 
to drop bombs over the Heroes. They and the Dewy-Princess emerged from the 
smoke unscathed. 

Harold pulled out two RPG-43 antitank grenades from his satchel. He 
dashed toward the Vladimir III/L on the left side of the intersection, tossing them 
beneath its chassis. Both grenades reduced the hulking behemoth to scrap metal. 
He took out his SIG Sauer and jumped into the trench beside it. A Christus Rex 
swung the butt of his rifle at his face. Harold dodged his attack and emptied his 
gun at the soldier’s chest. The others joined him as he cleared the intersection. 

Lighting the oily rag of a Molotov cocktail with her silver lighter, Halfrida 
charged at the Marcella V/16 in the middle head on. The Marcella’s coaxial and 
hull laser machine guns roared at her. Dodging its shots, she jumped over the 
trench and chucked the Molotov at the Marcella. The Molotov shattered on the 
rear engine hood, flames spreading to the diesel engine. The Marcella 
malfunctioned. It steered itself to the right before coming to a complete halt. 

The other Vladimir III/L next to it rotated its turret, the hull laser machine 
gun shooting at Harold and the others. Pinned down, Harold and his peers 
scattered and ran into a nearby alley. They took turns leaning around the corner, 
shooting at approaching Christus Rex. 

Crouching around the corner of the alley, Harold aimed down the sight of his 
SG550 assault rifle. A few rounds went into a Christus Rex soldier jogging 
between a burning Marcella V/16 and an undamaged Vladimir HI/L. Harold fired 
a few more bursts at more Christus Rex soldiers. 

Halftida pulled out a Safecracker grenade. She went up to the Vladimir III/L 
from its right flank, attached the Safecracker’s magnets to the turret, and sprinted 
away. The Safecracker split the Vladimir’s turret open, destroying its electronics. 

She ran past Margaret and Hannelore, who lagged behind the other Heroes. 
They clubbed two other girls to death with their rifles, finishing them off with a 
bullet to their heads. 

The enemy Innocent I rolled up to the two girls, shooting flames out of its 
coaxial turret. Margaret tackled Hannelore, moving herself and Hannelore away 
from the flames. A hot pink plasma bolt whizzed past them. It crashed into the 
corner of a building next to the girls, small pieces of debris falling all around them. 

“Get off of me!” Hannelore said, pushing Margaret’s body away from hers. 

“Sorry!” Margaret rolled over and helped Hannelore get back on her feet. 
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The dust dissipated. The Innocent I rolled past them, parking on the right- 
hand side of the street. Hannelore grabbed Margaret by her wrist. “No time! Let’s 
go!” They moved away from the street. Another plasma bolt flew over their heads. 

Meanwhile, inside the building next to the parked Innocent I, the Lovers 
leaned on a wall next to a hole taller than them. Walther peeked around it and 
spotted the Innocent’s exposed rear engine. “Feindlicher Panzer’ He alerted his 
wife. “The enemy Innocent is beyond this hole.” 

“Okay.” Isolde reached into the bulky satchel draping her chest to pull out a 
fastened bundle of stick grenades, their wooden handles removed except for one. 
Untwisting the cap at the bottom of the handle revealed a dangling porcelain bead 
and cord. She pulled the bead, dashed through the hole and tossed it at the 
Innocent’s engine. 

The grenades detonated as Isolde rushed back inside. The explosion left a 
large exposed hole on the right side of the Innocent. Diesel fuel leaked out of the 
engine, the Innocent deliberately disabled by its crew. 

The Lovers’ godchildren and their friends sprinted past burning Innocent I. 
They fired their guns while moving. The Lovers exited the building and regrouped 
with them as they advanced up the road toward a bridge across the moat around 
City Hall and the adjacent Assembly Hall. 

2K KK 

Dusk extinguished the Otherworld sun above Other-San Antonio. The skies 
darkened at 5AM Eastern Standard Time on July 31. Ryanite A-Wings 
reverberated in the clouds. A repetitive crescendo of gunfire crackled in the 
distance. The past several hours rendered the entire downtown area in ruins. 
Explosions lit up the darkened sky, the sound traveling across the decrepit ruins. 

An RGA Hubert III/L went up in flames, its plasma cannon tilting upward. 
A platoon of Ryanite troops littered the street around the knocked-out MAFV. 
Rumbling MAFV engines echoed from the intersection ahead of it. A column of 
Christus Rex MAFVs drove up to the road between their slain victims and halted. 
Leading the column was the Four Horsemen, its engine sputtering before the chassis 
came to a complete stop. 

From the halftrack parked behind it, the Four Horsemen’s crew and theit 
halftrack’s driver got out and proceeded to their MAFV. “Engine trouble?” 
Perpetua asked the three girls accompanying her. “We don’t have all morning.” 

Felicity, Perpetua’s driver, opened the rear engine hatch behind the turret. 
She shined her Fulton flashlight at the engine. “The engine is fine,” she told her. 
“Transmission and fuel look okay. It just needs some basic maintenance.” 

“This wouldn’t be a problem had Central Command back at the Imperial 
Palace provided us with some real diesel,’ Perpetua lamented. “The poor fuel 
quality is affecting our battalion’s combat effectiveness.” 

“Are we out of gas?” Philomena, Perpetua’s gunner, pondered. 

“Does it look like we are?” Perpetua belittled her. “Look, the Assembly Hall 
and City Hall buildings are under attack.” She turned to the halftrack driver. 
“Hurry up and get our tools from the back.” 
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“Yes, Your Highness.” The crew’s halftrack driver ran back to the halftrack. 

Perpetua stared at two imposing buildings in the distance at the far end of the 
street up ahead. The buildings were the Assembly Hall and the City Hall buildings. 
“You've crossed the line, Halfrida,” she growled, clenching her fists. 

KK 

The Assembly Hall and the City Hall buildings, along with various multistory 
buildings, shared an island in the center of downtown Other-San Antonio. 
Surrounded by a shallow moat on all sides, four bridges connected the island with 
the rest of the city. The northern bridge had been bombed by Ryanite airstrikes, 
while the western one was shelled by Ryanite artillery during the fighting. The 
eastern and southern bridges remained intact. 

After three days, the Leibgarde launched an assault on the island. As the 
Otherworld sun faded on the morning of July 31s, companies of Leibgarde troops 
and MAFVs stormed Christus Rex positions at the two bridgeheads. 

The Dewy-Princess tolled toward the eastern bridgehead, passing by wrecks of 
destroyed enemy MAFVs and dead soldiers. The Brotzman twins and their peers 
prowled behind its chassis, keeping their heads down. 

Enemy mortar shells rained down from the skies as if the heavens were about 
to fall. From the buildings beyond the bridge, machine guns and antitank guns 
bogged down the assault to a slow crawl. Neither the twins nor the others 
complained. Even Margaret kept her emotions under control. 

Harold cracked a smile, exchanging glances with Halfrida and each of the 
comrades he spent the past four years with. They crossed the bridge, the Dewy- 
Princess absorbing the enemy’s bullets and AT shells. Halfway across the bridge, 
something struck the front armor of Drusilla’s Hannibal II/B. It came to a halt. 

“Ts this tin-can done forr” Halfrida hollered. 

“Not yet,” Chandler shouted. 

“Your husband’s right,” Harold chimed. 

The Lovers lobbed two smoke grenades over the chassis. 

The Dewy-Princess’ engine malfunctioned. Drusilla and her crew spent the 
next couple seconds restarting the engine. A mortar shell landed in the moat on 
everyone’s left flank, kicking up water and frozen ice. Another landed on the right 
flank, a yard or so away from the bridge. 

“Hit the deck!” Lance screamed. 

Everyone dropped on the asphalt. Shrapnel flew over the heads. The Dewy- 
Princess’ engine rumbled again and continued the advance to the other side of the 
bridge. The pale smoke from the Lovers’ smoke grenades dissipated. The Dewy- 
Princess fired a smoke shell in front of its chassis. 

As the thick smoke billowed upward, the twins and the others rushed into the 
smoke amidst heavy enemy fire. Hundreds of bullets whizzed past them. They 
emerged from the smoke, guns blazing at the enemy troops taking cover behind 
stone blocks, sandbags, and debris lying in the street beyond the bridgehead. 
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Platoons of Leibgarde troops raced past the twins and their peers. Several 
friendly MAFVs stopped behind the Dewy-Princess, their coaxial turrets firing 
away at enemy positions in the nearby buildings. 

The Brotzman twins split up into two directions. Harold ran into an alleyway 
across the bridge with the Lovers and Lance. Halfrida, her husband, Virgil, 
Margaret, Hannelore, and Representative Accardo dashed toward another alleyway 
on the left side of the street. Lost in the confusion, Percival and Jennifer went into 
the same alleyway Harold went. The Dewy-Princess and the other MAFVs rolled on 
ahead with the rest of the Division. 

The alleyways snaked along two buildings situated along the moat. Each led 
to a separate courtyard filled with craters and dead Christus Rex soldiers near 
abandoned mortars. The overwhelmed and exhausted enemy was kind enough to 
leave the manholes and the mortars unguarded. The Heroes climbed down to the 
sewers and navigated them, looking for way into either City Hall or Assembly Hall. 

The sewers beneath the island were a darkened maze of winding paths that 
went around and away from the island. Some areas were wallowing in wastewater 
and melted ice and snow. Others had RGA and Underground regulars engaging 
each other in pitched firefights. 

Somewhere, a large explosion occurred at one of the sewer lines. A Ryanite 
artillery shell crashed diagonally into a building and left one big hole on a tiled 
floor. Fluorescent light emanated from the hole, the hole exposing an inclined 
slope left by the artillery shell. The slope was level enough to allow access to the 
building above. 

The Brotzman twins and their peers discovered the hole. They followed the 
hole from two directions. Everyone heard each other’s footsteps echoing on the 
brick walls of the sewers. 

“Ts somebody there?” Margaret called out. 

“Tt’s me and Jen,” Percival responded. 

“Looks like they our separate routes brought us together again, Harold,” 
Halfrida spoke. 

“You don’t say?” Harold said. 

The Brotzman twins reunited at the light. Halfrida pointed at the hole above 
their heads. “I wonder what building is this.” 

Harold reloaded his SG550. “Only one fast way to find out.” 

The twins and their peers took turns running up the inclined slope. The slope 
brought them to a hallway inside an abandoned coffeehouse located next to City 
Hall. The windows had been shattered, the broken glass littering the floor. They 
ran up to the windowsills. 

Across a street, a squad of Leibgarde troops stormed another squad of 
Christus Rex positioned at the foot of a side entrance to City Hall. The Leibgarde 
clubbed the enemy to death with their rifles. The Dewy-Princess rolled up on the 
street between the two buildings. 

“How long have we been down in the sewers?” Virgil asked Harold. 

“Who knows?” Harold shrugged his shoulders. 
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Just as the Leibearde soldiers approached the side entrance, a hot pink 
plasma bolt hit a stone balcony over the doorway. Debris from the balcony fell 
over the soldiers’ heads, crushing their bodies with their sheer weight. 

“Holy crap,” Hannelore screamed. 

Another artillery shell, this time the enemy’s, hit the building. The detonation 
knocked everyone to the ground. The foundations destroyed, the building began 
to collapse. Halfrida and the others bolted out of the coffeehouse. Harold froze in 
front of the entrance. Something up the road past the Assembly Hall appeared. 

Another hot pink plasma bolt hit the entrance of the coffeehouse. A boulder 
descended on his head. Halfrida pulled her brother’s hand away from the 
entranceway just in time before the boulder blocked the doots. 

“Thanks Halfrida!”’ Harold wiped the sweat from his forehead. 

Halfrida slapped his cheek. “What the hell were you standing around for?” 

“Look!” Harold gestured at the street up ahead. 

She glimpsed in the general direction of where her brother pointed. “Schez/sel”’ 

The Four Horsemen had arrived at the island to make a final stand. Its coaxial 
turret scored a direct hit on the Dewy-Princess. 

A special shell collided with the gun mantlet on the Dewy-Princess’ turret. Blue 
lightning bolts streaked around the chassis, temporarily disabling the 

“Controls are malfunctioning!” Drusilla wailed over the radio. 

“Radio damaged, ma’am,” her radio operator cried. 

“Shut down the MAFV, Driver!” Drusilla yelled. 

“On it,” her Driver replied. 

The Dewy-Princess’ engine stopped rumbling. The blue lightning bolts 
remained on the chassis. The Fowr Horsemen trampled over a pile of debris blocking 
the street next to the Assembly Hall. Leibgarde troops and MAFVs retreated from 
its path. Unopposed, the Four Horsemen rolled toward the twins and their peers. 

Lance tossed a smoke grenade at the street between the two MAFVs. “Get 
off the street!” He and the others ran away from the twins. They searched from 
another way into City Hall. 

The twins stared at each other. “Got any ideas?” Harold elbowed his sister. 

Halfrida did the same. “I was about to ask you the same thing!” 

“Never mind,” he said. “Let’s find another way into the City Hall!” 

A third hot pink plasma bolt hissed past the twins. Harold and Halfrida 
trailed after the others. 

2K KK 

Combat was fierce inside the City Hall building. In a hallway on the first 
floor, Harold, the Lovers, Lance, Jennifer and Percival engaged a group of 
Christus Rex at close quarters. One of the Christus Rex gutted Walther’s abdomen 
with the bayonet of his SKS rifle. 

Walther, eritting his teeth, blew the enemy’s chest away with his shotgun. He 
kicked the soldier’s body away from his and pulled the bayonet out of his 
abdomen. The others ran past him. Walther went after them. 
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Upstairs, Margaret chased after a wounded MAFV commander up a flight of 
stairs to the second floor. The enemy commander fired his handgun at Margaret. 
Margaret dodged his shots. The commander fled from the top of the stairs. 

“Youre going anywhere, Pharisee!”’ Margaret yelled as she ran up the steps. 

“Wait for us, Margaret,” Hannelore howled from downstaits. 

At the top of the stairwell, Margaret pranced through a hall strewn with loose 
papers and empty shell casings. A pineapple grenade was tossed at her feet. Her 
body shivering, Margaret’s eyebrows rose. But the grenade was a dud-it refused to 
detonate. She breathed a sigh of relief. 

The wounded MAFV commander groped her from behind. Margaret 
screamed as loud as a damsel from a B movie. A struggle ensued. She wrestled the 
enemy soldier over control of her AKS-74u. 

But the enemy gained the upper hand by shoving her against the wall, pinning 
his body against hers, and jammed the weapon against her neck. Margaret 
struggled to breathe, the flow of blood into her brain constricted. 

Hannelore appeared at the top of the stairwell and shot the MAFV 
commander three times. She pushed him away from Margaret and put a bullet in 
his head, finishing him. 

Margaret dropped to her knees, coughing and hyperventilating. 

“Does straying away from the pack run in your family?” Hannelore asked. 

Virgil, Halfrida and Chandler, sprinted from the stairwell. “Coming through,” 
he shouted, lugging around a cumbersome Pangerschreck. 

Margaret and Hannelore scooted away from him. Virgil dashed past them. 

“Excuse me,” Chandler spoke. 

“Better come with us,” Halftida said. 

The two girls shrugged their shoulders and ran after the three. 

At an office at far right end of the hall, a wall behind a mahogany-furnished 
desk was destroyed by an MAFV’s plasma bolt. The bolt left a gaping hole in the 
middle of the wall. The hole had a clear view of the Four Horsemen rolling across 
the street in front of City Hall and Assembly Hall. 

Virgil, lugging around a cumbersome Pangerschreck, slammed his back against 
an intact portion of the wall, standing between the hole and a broken window. He 
took a few seconds to catch his breath. Leaning next to the window, he spotted 
the Four Horsemen. “Hurry up, Halfrida!” he shouted into the hallway. 

“We're almost there!’ Halfrida hollered. She, Hannelore, Chandler, and 
Margaret rushed into the room. 

Chandler set up his MG42 behind the windowsill. He loaded a fresh belt of 
bullets into the weapon and hurled them at the enemy. 

Halfrida ran up to Virgil. “Here.” She handed him a spare rocket from her 
satchel. “Make it count!” 

“T will,” Virgil retorted. He took the rocket from her. 

Margaret and Hannelore targeted enemy soldiers holed up inside the 
Assembly Hall. They took potshots from them and sent a few shots of their own 
in return. Hannelore called out to Virgil. “Get that bazooka over here!” 
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“You heard her, Virgil!” Margaret waved her arm at Virgil. 

“Okay!” Virgil darted to the girls. He crouched between the two girls, 
crammed the rocket into the rear end of the Panzerschreck, and aimed it at the rear 
engine of the Four Horsemen. The rocket flew out of the stovepipe and rammed 
itself into the rear engine. The Four Horsemen sustained little damage. 

“Direct hit!” Chandler declared. 

“Give me another rocket!” Virgil bellowed. 

Halfrida slammed the next rocket into the bazooka. “It’s loaded.” She 
stepped away from it. “Fire!” 

Virgil squeezed the lever, propelling another rocket at the Four Horsemen. 
Again, another hit directed at the rear engine. 

The Four Horsemen turned its chassis toward City Hall. Its coaxial turret and 
hull laser machine gun sprayed the windows and holes downstairs full of laser 
beams. “Get away from the windows!” Harold warned over the radio. 

“Pm popping smoke!” Percival announced. 

A smoke grenade was tossed out of a window beneath the office Halfrida and 
the others were in. It bounced on the Four Horsemen’s turret and landed on the 
asphalt in front of its chassis. Red smoke billowed. 

“Load the next rocket!” Virgil demanded. 

“Got it!” Halfrida inserted a third. She stepped aside. “Fire!” 

“Hold your fire!’ Margaret interjected. “I see movement on the Four 
Horsemen’s left flank!” 

“Who else could it be, Margaret?”’ Hannelore blared. 

Outside, Harold rushed out of City Hall and into the street next to the Four 
Horsemen. Armed with a Safecracker grenade, he zigzagged from the steps of the 
front entrance, to an overturned car, and toward an adjacent crater whilst dodging 
enemy fire from all directions. 

“What the hell is my brother doing?” Halfrida declared over the radio. 

“T can’t watch!” Margaret said. 

“This’ll be good,” Chandler chimed. 

“You can say that again,” Virgil added. 

“Eh, is he going to make it?” Hannelore murmured. 

The red smoke faded. The Four Horsemen rolled over the crater where 
Harold hid. The MAFV spiraled around, moved back and forth, hoping to flatten 
him beneath its wide treads. 

In the crater, Harold kept his limbs close to his torso and made the sign of 
the cross. Untwisting the igniter cap on the bottom of his Safecracker, he attached 
it to the underside of the chassis just as it rolled away from the crater. He poked 
his head out of the crater. A stray bullet scraped the left side of his coal scuttle 
helmet, chipping off half of the RGA Svah/belm decal. It left his head undamaged. 

The Safecracker detonated. It ignited the cheap diesel inside the fuel tank. 
The rear engine caught on fire. Most of the diesel leaked out, leaving a fetid stench 
around the chassis. Harold pinched his nose and ducked into the crater. 
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The Four Horsemen exploded. The chassis went up in midair before it fell into 
another crater not far from Harold’s. 

Harold overheard the chatter on his radio. Ears ringing, he held the handset 
close to his head. The others’ voices sounded like echoing inside an empty room. 

“Did he do it?” Chandler asked Halfrida. 

“T think so,” Halfrida answered. 

Margaret voiced, “Something tells me the crew survived.” 

“Wait, how sure are your” Hannelore pondered. 

“Pretty sure,” she told her. 

“Or so you think,” Virgil added. 

With the Four Horsemen destroyed, surviving Leibgarde troops and the 
Zugzwang, a friendly Hannibal I/B MAFV, converged on the front entrance of the 
Assembly Hall building. The Zagrwang fired its plasma cannon at the doors, 
blowing them open. Enemy soldiers exchanged potshots with the approaching 
Adelburgers as the latter assaulted the sturdy entrance doors. 

The Lovers, Lance, Percival, and Jennifer dashed out of City Hall. They 
rushed to Harold. Harold crawled out of the crater and regrouped with them. 
Together, they crossed the street and went inside the Assembly Hall. 

Back inside City Hall, Halfrida yelled at the others. “What are you all waiting 
for? I’ve got a score to settle with Perpetua.” She gestured them to follow her. 
“Let’s finish this!’ She ran out of the room. Chandler, Margaret, Hannelore, and 
Virgil trailed after her. 

Past the entrance, they arrived at the marble lobby of the Assembly Hall. 
Numerous holes, both big and small, adorned the walls. The floors littered with 
dead bodies and empty shell casings. The chandelier lights suspended on the 
ceiling flickered on and off as the electrical power grew erratic. 

On the other side of the lobby, beyond a front desk, a small corridor led to a 
small elevator lobby. The five found Harold and the others holding Philomena 
and Felicity at gunpoint. The two girls stood in front of the shiny elevator doors 
of a Thyssen-Krupp elevator, their hands behind their heads. Halftida and her 
group walked up to them. 

“Where is the Duchess?” Harold screamed at the two girls. 

Felicity stuttered and shivered in fear. “I-I-I don’t know!” 

Harold patted Walther’s shoulder. “Fire a warning shot,” he whispered. 

“Ja.” Walther nodded. He loaded another shotgun shell into his Mossberg 
and shot at the ceiling. 

The girls shrieked in terror. “Okay, okay, we'll tell you,” Philomena said. 
“Duchess Perpetua is waiting for you all on the top floor. She wants to meet you 
and Halfrida, State Chancellor Brotzman.” 

“You better not be lying to us!” Halfrida pointed her finger at the girls. “If 
you are...” 

“We're not!” Philomena held up her hands, shaking her head. 

“Th-hat’s right,” Felicity added. She pushed the button on wall panel behind 
her and Philomena. A electronic ping sound bounced on the marble walls. The 


271 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 
elevator doors opened, revealing a vacant elevator cabin. “Sure, go ahead and deal 
with her. We’ll surrender.” 

Margaret spoke to her siblings. “Can I trust you two to look after them?” 

They nodded. “You can count on us.” 

Two people clapped their hands on the way to the elevator lobby. Everyone 
turned around and saw Drusilla and Representative Accardo entering the lobby 
from the adjacent corridor. “Did you all think I wouldn’t come along for the 
rider” Drusilla told everyone. 

“Have fun taking care of that loose end upstairs,” Accardo said. 
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Chapter Thirty Two: Epilogue Is Prologue 
(Ryanite Chorus; July 31", 2015) 


“Ehmagawd, the Fourth Wall is, ike, broken beyond this, ike, point!” 
-Fake News 


ristine, sterile, and sexy, the Thyssen-Krupp elevator closed its doors as 
Pp Leibgade troops herded captured Christus Rex to the Assembly Hall 
lobby. The elevator rose upward, taking the Brotzman twins and their 
peers to the top floor. Inside the confined space, everyone reloaded their weapons. 

“Are you scared, Harold?” Halfrida asked him. 

“No,” Harold replied. “I may be the richest sissy, but I’m also the bravest.” 

“Good to hear.” She giggled. “This battle is almost over.” 

“You can say that again.” Chandler winked at her. 

The Lovers straightened their postures. “Once this is over,” Walther swore to 
the others, “Let’s all go on a real vacation together.” 

Virgil cackled. “Do you have any good suggestions, Walther?” 

“Nothing in particular,” he told him. 

Isolde paused. “What about Other-Houstonr” she suggested. “RGA 15 and 
19% Armies haven’t been able to seize the city. The Underground still controls it.” 

“A good choice,” Virgil said. 

“That’s what I had in mind when I think of a vacation.” Margaret shook her 
head. “I was thinking we’d visit foreign countries.” 

“Or go on a pleasure cruise,” Hannelore chimed. 

“Or detonate one of those nukes that she promised me,” Virgil added. 

“Those are all great options,” Drusilla said. “But I think Other-Houston is a 
much better choice. They didn’t call it a ‘meat grinder’ for nothing.” 

“As long as I get to use a bathroom, I could care less,” Lance voiced. He was 
still holding his urge to relieve himself. It was too late: he had to do it. 

Nobody bothered to ask if Lance soiled himself or not. Everyone was more 
focused on annihilating the MAFV Commander of the Four Horsemen. 

The elevator stopped at the top floor. Its doors opened to reveal an empty 
corridor. Everyone stepped out of the elevator. They followed the corridor to a 
large office up ahead. 

An overturned desk greeted them past the doorway. An ash-blonde teenage 
girl in a Christus Rex uniform stood erect behind the desk. She wore a flower 
hairpin, emerged from the desk with a suppressed MAC-10 machine pistol. 

It was Duchess Perpetua Raynerson. Angered by the deaths of her 
crewmates, she hungered for revenge. The royal beauty bore a menacing gaze, her 
MAC-10 pointed at them. 

The Heroes of Catholic Education did the same with their guns. 

“Everything boiled down to this because of one meager MAFV?” the 
Duchess spoke. “Ha, you haven’t seen anything yet.” 
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“That’s the thing I hate about you Underground types,” Harold complained. 
“All of you can’t seem to put your guns down for once. Don’t you realize that 
your crewmates are dead? Killing any one of us isn’t going to bring them back.” 

“Sorry, but why did you betray Emperor Raynerson?” Halfrida asked. “Even 
now, you don’t seem to the type who’d support the Conspiracy.” 

“Took you guys a while to figure it out?” Perpetua cackled. She wrapped her 
finger around the trigger. “I didn’t betray him, wastrels!” 

“Try me.” Halfrida’s eyes squinted. She wrapped hers around the trigger of 
her Cz75 Tactical Sports. 

“A good Ryanite is a dead one,” she told her and Harold. “Like you guys, my 
crewmates and I want to stop the Conspiracy as well. Over the years, I’ve gotten 
pretty jealous about your successes, especially yours, Halfrida.” 

“Me?” Halfrida pounded her chest. “What are you singling me out?” 

“Remember the first time we met at the Imperial Palace?” she reminded her. 

Harold tilted his head to the side. “Why was I not told about this?” 

“Be quiet!” Hannelore whispered into his ear. 

“The dinner party in the dining hall back in last March?” Halfrida recalled. 
“Yeah, it all went down in the middle of The Plaid Dream. What about it?” 

“T was trying so hard to win Emperor Raynerson’s approval, trying to gain his 
respect for once.” She rambled. “Your big gun, your cousin and his tuition cuts, 
yout connections to the Catholic School International and Western 
Commonwealth. ..all of it was to satisfy your Machiavellian ego and to show off 
your bigness!” 

“What ate you smoking, girl?” Lance pondered. 

“I know,” Margaret agreed. “She’s starting to sound more like a conspitacy 
theorist than an overaged sniveling brat craving the grownups’ attention.” 

Foaming at the mouth, Perpetua grew angrier. She swayed the MAC-10’s 
silencer at Halfrida. “I’m starting to wonder if you're the real ‘Harold!’” She tilted 
it back to Harold. “And I presume you're the real ‘Halfrida.” You both are sexual 
deviants who deserve to die by my hands!” 

“Uh, where is this going?” Hannelore voiced. 

“T am pretty sure they’re not crossdressing,” Walther said. 

“Ja,” Isolde added, “And I also checked just in case.” 

Harold shook his head. “Did you have to say that?” 

“T can’t believe you two decided to get in the way of our plans. You all are 
going to Hell, and I'll send you all there myself!” 

“Shouldn’t we be shooting?” Chandler spoke. 

“Does it matter at this point?” Halfrida sighed. “Just let her shoot us.” 

“You do realize what you’re saying, right, Halfrida?” 

Perpetua sprayed the entire magazine at the Heroes from the hip. Most of her 
shots hit the walls, the doors, and the corridor outside the office. 

A few managed to hit Fake News, stalking the ten from behind. The bullets 
tore through the flesh on her torso. Bleeding, she pressed her arms against her 
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wounds. “Ehmagawd, ehmagawd, the Duchess, like, shot me! Ah!” She fell. “Um, 
what have I, ‘Fake News’, done to, like, deserve this?” 

“No, that can’t be...?” Halfrida turned around and saw Fake News bleeding 
on the floor. “Fake News!” She wrapped her hands around her waist. “I thought I 
told you to stop following me since the first Chapter of The Plaid Dream!” 

“T...never stopped, like, following you...” Fake News blacked out and lost 
consciousness. A pool of blood painted the marble around her body scarlet. 

Virgil laughed at Perpetua’s poor accuracy. “Want to try again?” 

Perpetua reloaded the MAC-10 and sprayed another lead fusillade. Again, she 
failed to kill or maim anyone. All her shots missed. “This isn’t fair!” 

“Not only are you a terrible antagonist, your aim sucks!” Virgil jeered. “This 
story will end a lot sooner if you just surrendered.” 

“T know, right?” Drusilla snapped her fingers. “Without an MAFV, you don’t 
even stand a chance!” She pointed her finger at her. 

The group of ten fired back. Perpetua dodged their bullets as she ran past a 
doorway behind her. She ran past the doorway and entered a corridor. 

“Don’t let her escape!” Walther sprinted ahead of the others. Relentless, he 
chased after Perpetua. The Brotzman twins and the others joined him. They exited 
the office and sprinted across the corridor. The corridor veered to the right. The 
ten pursued her through the hallway. 

Walther skipped several paces forward, firing his StG44 rifle at her. The shots 
missed. He continued the pursuit, everything else trailing after him and Perpetua. 

Perpetua turned left and dashed toward at the end of the hall. She pushed a 
red emergency exit door and entered a stairwell. Bullets ricocheted on the door 
behind her. She barred the doorway and tilted her chin up. 

The florescent lights remained on even during the ongoing battle. They 
brightened a tall stairwell that went four stories up. In a hurry, Perpetua trudged 
up the steps to reach the roof. 

An explosion blew the emergency exit door off its hinges. Walther shouted, 
“Danke schon, Harold!” Still ahead of everyone else, he rushed up the steps. 

KKK 

The Black Hawk helicopter swooped down on the rooftop of the assembly 
hall. Inhuman and flawless, the pilot shined its spotlight at a door emergency exit 
door on the southern side of the roof. 

The door swung open. Duchess Perpetua panted in front of the doorway to 
catch her breath. The ten heroes were still hot on her tail. She ran past the 
doorway and waved her hands at the Black Hawk’s pilot and copilot. “Get me a 
rope ladder!” She yelled at the top of her lungs. 

As if by command, one of the Christus Rex soldiers aboard the chopper 
lowered a rope ladder on the roof. Perpetua rushed toward it. When she got close 
enough, she jumped and latched onto the ladder with both hands. Step by step, 
she climbed upward. The chopper hovered away from the roof. 


275 


J. N. ENRIQUEZ 

Walther ran out of the emergency exit with the Stinger anti-air missile 
launcher. One of the machine gunners on the Black Hawk fired its Gatling gun. 
Bullets bounced on the concrete ground as Walther dove forward to dodge them. 

Getting back on his feet, he held the Stinger on his shoulder and fired the 
missile. “Ade, Ade, Duchess Perpetua!” A missile flew out of the metal tube and 
collided with the tail end of the Black Hawk. 

The Black Hawk spiraled out of control. The pilot and the copilot both 
struggled to regain control of their damaged chopper. 

Harold, Halfrida, and the others converged on the roof, rejoining Walther 
with their guns drawn. They watched the helicopter crash into one of the floors 
downstairs. A large explosion rocked the building. The roof vibrated, knocking 
everyone to the ground. 

“That was awesome!” Halfrida whistled. “I feel like I want to rewatch Black 
Hawk Down tight about now.” 

“Haven’t you watched that like fifty times already?” Harold asked. 

On the northern side of the rooftop, Duchess Perpetua lay flat on the ground 
behind a metal ventilation shaft. She jumped off the rope ladder before the 
chopper crashed into the assembly hall. With nowhere left to go, she contemplated 
jumping over the ledge behind her. She stood up and limped toward the ledge. 

“There she is!” Drusilla declared to everyone, pointing at the wounded 
Duchess. “Get her!” She fired her Artillery Luger until it was empty. 

Hannelore loaded six rounds into her cylinder, twirled it counterclockwise 
and closed it. She held the revolver with both hands and shot all six rounds. “I 
missed,” she declared. 

Chandler unloaded several rounds from MG42. All of his shots missed. 

Halfrida fired several rounds at Duchess Perpetua. All of her shots hit a metal 
ventilation shaft. She squeezed the trigger again. The Cz75 Tactical Sports was 
now empty. “Dammit, Harold, help me shoot her!” she screamed, patting her 
brother’s shoulder. 

Time slowed down to a drag. The world around Harold became a 
meaningless concept. An adrenaline rush coursed through his veins. His thoughts 
becoming clearer, he whipped out his SIG Sauer P210. “Lord, guide my bullets!” 
With both hands wrapped around his handgun, he aimed down the sights and 
pulled the trigger twice. 

Two gunshots rang out on the roof of a downtown assembly hall. Duchess 
Perpetua screamed in pain. Blood gushed out of her chest. She limped to a 
damaged ledge next to a flagpole, arms wrapped over her wounds, hoping a ten 
story fall would end her suffering. 

“Not on my watch,” Harold shouted, firing a third shot. 

The third bullet struck the Duchess’s back. Like the death knells of Medusa, 
she let out a deafening shriek. She dropped to her knees and fell on her back. 

“T got her,” Harold yelled. 

“Nice shooting, Harold!” Lance cheered. 

“She’s not dead yet!” Isolde declared. 
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Walther howled at the others. “Los geb/s—go, go, go!” Pushing a clenched fist 
back and forth, he motioned everyone to confront the Duchess. 

Everyone except Harold nodded. Instead, Harold sprinted across the rooftop 
and walked up to Duchess Perpetua. Halfrida joined her brother. Smoke poured 
out of the barrels of the twins’ handguns. Tiny snowflakes graced their matte- 
black coal scuttle helmets. 

“Let me at it!” Margaret shouted. She followed the twins. 

“T can’t see why not,” Chandler murmured, dashing to his wife’s side. 

Walther laughed. “Ja, that’s the spirit!” He grabbed his own wife by the wrist 
and went after Harold. 

“Naturlich,’ Isolde added, following her husband. 

“My moment of redemption,” Drusilla blared, trailing after the Lovers. She 
shoved through Lance and Hannelore as she went after the others. 

Virgil did the same. “Save some of her for me!” 

Hannelore shrugged her shoulders. “No idea why, but...what the hell.” She 
chased after the others. 

Lance shook his head in disapproval. “I need to change my clothes after 
this.” He sighed, and rejoined everyone on the other side. 

On the other side of the rooftop, Perpetua bent her torso upward. The group 
of ten, the so-called ‘Heroes of Catholic Education’, moved in for the kill. 
Reaching for her shoulder holster, she brandished a Tokarev handgun and aimed 
at Harold and Halfrida. 

She coughed up blood. Red drops poured out of her mouth. With Harold in 
her sights, she pulled the trigger. No gunshot. She pulled the trigger a second time. 
The gun was truly empty. “Is this where the story ends?” 

Halfrida knocked the handgun of out her hand with a hard kick from her 
polished jackboot. “Give up, Perpetua.” She reloaded her Cz75 Tactical Sports, 
placed her left hand behind her back, and pointed the barrel at Perpetua’s head. 
“It’s over. Harold and I are going to win this war we started.” 

“Don’t provoke me, Halfrida!”’ Perpetua spat at her cheek. 

Hannelore stuck her tongue out. “Gross!” 

“Be quiet!” Drusilla whispered. She placed her index finger over pursed lips. 

Walther reached into his pocket to retrieve a linen tablecloth. Isolde took the 
tablecloth from her husband and wiped the saliva off of Halfrida’s cheek. 

Perpetua spattered more blood out of her mouth. “My uncle, the great 
Emperor, will avenge my death!” she shouted. “His Greatness will have your 
heads delivered to the Imperial Palace on silver platters!” 

“Emperor Raynerson is a greedy bastard who claims to be fulfilling the Will 
of God outside the Dweller World,” Harold argued. “His Greatness is like a 
Catholic Pharisee—a fanatical fool, first and foremost. My sister and I are trying to 
build a better world for all posterity, for the Church, and for the glory of God. He 
shouldn’t have crossed us three years ago.” 

“But you fired the first shot, you ignorant dolt!” Perpetua reminded him. 

Virgil chuckled. “Should I kill her?” He pointed his Welrod at her forehead. 
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“Tt wouldn’t be fair to Drusilla,” Margaret said. 

“Unlike you, Margaret,” Drusilla added, “I don’t cater to revenge fantasies.” 

“Who cares?” Lance bellowed. 

“Harold, Halfrida, you have the honors!’ Chandler held both thumbs up. 

“Not yet, Chandler,” Harold told him. 

“Harold is right, my love.” Halfrida jammed her gun barrel into Perpetua’s 
mouth. “I have something else to say before sending her off to Purgatory.” 

“What is it?’ Chandler asked. 

“Have a nice trip, Your Highness!” Halfrida proclaimed. 

The Lovers covered Lance, Hannelore, Virgil, and Drusilla’s eyes. A loud 
gunshot rang out. A bullet ripped through the roof of the Duchess’ mouth. It 
cracked her skull and ruptured her brain in half. 

Virgil pulled Walther’s hand away from his eyes. He smiled in glee and 
laughed himself to death. “You’re an animal, Halfrida!” 

Halfrida fired six more rounds, emptying her entire magazine. She took the 
gun barrel out of the Duchess’ mouth, the barrel covered in Perpetua’s blood, 
saliva, and guts. 

“Disgusting,” Harold said, firing a round from his gun to finish off Perpetua. 

Seeing Halfrida’s gun left Hannelore feeling nauseous. “I-I feel like...” She 
bent over and puked next to the Duchess’ chest. She coughed before vomiting a 
second time. 

Duchess Perpetua’s dead eyes stared back at the Brotzman twins and their 
friends. Emperor Raynerson’s Little Flower Battalion and its Four Horsemen were 
done for. Harold felt certain of that. He kneeled opposite of where Hannelore 
vomited and closed the Duchess’ eyes. “The tyrant has fallen.” He plucked a large 
white Lily flower hairpin from Perpetua’s ash blonde hair. 

“Amen,” everyone responded. 

2K 

The skies above brightened from black to a dark blue. Morning was coming 
to Other-San Antonio, to Otherworld’s Eden. With Perpetua dead, only one thing 
remained. The flagpole stood next to Perpetua’s corpse, displaying an 
Underground flag fluttering above the rooftop. 

“We should take it down together,” Halfrida suggested, gesturing at the flag. 

“Sure thing,” Harold answered. 

The Brotzman twins ran up to it and lowered the flag. They motioned 
Drusilla to come to her. Halfrida clutched her arms around the enemy’s flag. “Hey 
Harold,” she asked, “Would this make for a good doormat?” 

“Don’t even try it.” Harold laughed. “Honor the dead for once, Halfrida.” 

“T know, I know. I was playing around.” Halfrida gigeled. She went back to 
Duchess Perpetua’s corpse and draped the flag over her lifeless body. 

Drusilla nodded. She tan up to them and reached into her leather trench coat 
to give them the Dewy-Princess Republic ensign. “This is for everyone who died in 
this bloody war.” She gave it to Harold. “Here you go, State Chancellor.” 

“Thank you, Commander Price.” Harold took the flag and saluted her. 
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She saluted back, turned around, and walked away in satisfaction. 

Harold attached the tattered flag to the flagpole and hoisted it to the top. A 
green cross inside a white cross over a blue background, it clashed against the 
purple and orange sky. Two RGA St. Francis Fr200 jet fighters screamed above. 

Ob, that’s right. Harold snapped his fingers. He turned to Margaret. “Pop some 
smoke, Margaret!” 

“Pm on it!” Margaret pulled the pins on two smoke grenades. She tossed 
two grenades across the roof. Green smoke billowed and arced upward. 

The ten heroes watched the sun rise over the horizon. The city ruins 
stretched beyond the vanishing point. The sirens played another round of ‘Lilli 
Marlene’. An American girl sung the song in English. 

More Fr200s zoomed overhead, their jet engines roaring. A few attack 
helicopters buzzed past the nearby buildings. Wrecked armored vehicles and 
countless dead enemy soldiers littered the streets below. 

Lance straddled the squad’s field radio. He stood by the ledge next to Virgil. 
Margaret and the Lovers joined the two boys. Hannelore, Drusilla, and Chandler 
followed suit. 

“You smell terrible.” Virgil pinched his noise, his SVD Dragunov rifle slung 
over his neck. 

“Well, duh!” Lance admitted nonchalantly. “I crapped myself on the way up 
here.” He took off his helmet and threw his arms in the arms. “What, don’t tell me 
you and the others forget?” 

Walther laughed. “Haven’t we all?” He smiled and took off his coal scuttle 
helmet, wrapped in chicken coop wires. 

“Amen.” Isolde made the sign of the cross. 

“Tell me about it...” Margaret smirked. The morning sun glared on the 
round lenses of her silver eyeglasses. “After all the fighting we did, I’m starting to 
wonder if I can still feel my toes or not.” 

“Want me to check if you have gangrene?” Virgil grinned, pulling out a 
medical bone saw out of a pouch on his field webbing. 

Margaret held up her hands and shook her head. “T’ll pass.” 

“Pm kidding around, Meg.” Virgil cackled. 

“Meg?” Margaret’s eyes narrowed, her arms crossed. 

Chandler cracked a smile. “You know what, guys?” he told everyone. “We 
made it to the end. After all these years, ’m glad none of us died yet.” 

“That’s right, Chandler,” Drusilla agreed. “We’re blessed by God.” 

“And that’s how we survived, eh?” Hannelore added. 

Across the ledge, Harold returned to his sister, standing next to the slain 
Perpetua. He released his finger from the trigger. “Is it over, Halfridar’’ He turned 
to his sister. “Did we win?” 

Halfrida shook her head. “Not yet.” She tilted her head at him, holding her 
handgun aloft on one hand. “This war of ours is just beginning...” 

I figured my sister would say that. Harold sighed. To understand his sister, he 
reflected on the paths he chose, twelve months ago. The present became 
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meaningless and the music faded as he looked back to a rainy summer morning. 
He smirked at the thought of seeing him and his at the makeup table, grooming 
each other before paying last respects to their parents. 

“Our wat is not over yet,’ Harold said to his sister. “We still have to deal 
with Horst, Ostara, and Emperor Raynerson.” 

“So you didn’t forget?” 

Harold smiled. “I remembered, and this time, I made sure not to forget.” 

Halfrida’s mischievous grin spread across her face. “Epilogue is prologue.” 
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Wypendix: Glossary 


ACP: Anomaly Causing Phenomena. Like their Anomaly counterparts, they defy 
conventional scientific logic. Regardless, all ACPs have one thing in common: they 
are hazardous to living humans and wildlife. 


Adelburgers: The elite assault troops of the RGA. Led by former NPEA 
Rakonitz (q.v.) student Walther Schaffer, they are a highly-motivated, multi- 
national taskforce of young Catholics. This term is sometimes contracted as 
‘Adelbu’, and the meaning remains the same nonetheless. 


Altschule: German for “Old School,” this is the administrative building of the 
Confederation Program. Like Plaidstadt (q.v.), Altschule was also built out of an old 
school building. 


Anomaly: Refers to the natural resources of the Otherworld. Borderline magical 
in qualities, Anomalies are formed when metallic objects (mostly steel) react with 
an ACP. Thousands of Anomalies exist with their own parent ACP. 


A-Wing: Short for “Aerodyne-Wing,” this is a loose translation of “Lwufigeschwader’ 
(q.v.), the term used to denote all miniature warplanes. 


Bauer Industries: A North American industrial conglomerate, and Canada’s most 
influential company in industrial applications. Ran by the Bauer family, it 
maintains good relations with the Republic Program (q.v.). 


BDM: Bund Deutscher Made/, German for “Band of German Maidens.” It was the 
female wing of the Hitlerjugend (q.v.). 


Bluebloods: Sometimes called “Old Dwellers,” these Dwellers are Nordic-looking 
humans with the bodies of teenagers. Though they appear similar to humans, their 
biology slightly differs. Unlike Moles (q.v.), Bluebloods are the native inhabitants 
of the Dweller World. 


Brotzmanskrieg: German for “Brotzman’s War’, the term denotes the overriding 
conflict of Fame and Honor and its sequels. The conflict revolves around three 
things: the liberation of American Catholic schools and Secret School Economies 
(q.v.) occupied by other Great Powers (q.v.); the breakup of the Underground’s 
monopoly over the Anomalies; and the destruction of tyrannical regimes that rule 
the Dweller World, the IDPs (q.v.) and the PNU (q.v.). 


Brotzmanstab: German for “Brotzman Staff’. It was a think-tank known only to 
a select few within Adolf Hitler’s government, including the #4 (q.v.). 


Catholic Education: Depending on the context, there are two definitions. In 
general, it represents an education centered on the Roman Catholic worldview. 
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But when spoken as “American Catholic Education,” it is used to refer to the 
educational affairs of Catholicism. 


Catholic School International: Sponsored by Bauer Industries, this is a Catholic 
school United Nations, where inter-school system diplomacy is conducted among 
students from over thirty countries. 


Christus Rex: Latin for “Christ the King,” the term refers to the Imperial Palace 
(q.v.) guards and personal bodyguards of Emperor Bernard and Empress Benita 
Raynerson. The Underground equivalent of the Adelburgers, they are crack assault 
troops backed by the latest equipment and tasked with the most dangerous 
missions. 


Civil Guard: School prefects, tasked with regulating the student bodies. Trusted 
and relied upon by their school principals, they keep their peers in line, relieving 
the disciplinary workload from the teachers. 


Coalition: Of the several regimes ruling the Dweller World during Brotzmanskrieg, 
this one upholds pro-Catholic interests. As a result, it receives aid and support 
from the Greater American Catholic School System (q.v.) and its allies. 


Commissary Commandant: A student who operates a Catholic school’s store. 
They are responsible for the sale of Republic and Confederation products. 


Confederation Program: Another variation of the Republic program that was 
started by the Southeastern and eventually, Southwestern Dioceses and 
Archdioceses of the United States. Led by Chief Head Director Francis Leblanc, 
the Confederation’s ruling body is the Parliament. 


Conspiracy: A shadowy Far Right cabal that rose to prominence after the Rosy 
Wat. Matilde ‘Ostara’ Geralyn von Brandt is the alleged leader of this outfit. Her 
‘Conspiracy’ seeks to destabilize the GACSS (q.v.), Neudeutschland (q.v.), and the 
Underground (q.v.) through acts of terrorism. 


Cross Financial Unlimited: An American-based financial institution with ties to 
the Bauer Family. This was also the instrument that financed the covert activities 
of the Brotzmwanstab both during and shortly after World War I. 


D-VITI: Droge-VIII; German for “Drug Eight”. An experimental drug produced 
by the Brotzmanstab, with assistance from IG Farben (q.v.) and another Third 
Reich organization. In the decades following the War, D-VIII was rediscovered 
and became a financing mechanism for the Conspiracy. 


Dweller: A loose term denoting two different sets of people living below North 
America, Bluebloods (q.v.) and Moles (q.v.). The general space in which they 
inhabit is referred to as the “Dweller World.” 
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Eastern Hares: The predominant religion of the Dweller people, specifically, the 
‘Old Dwellers’ or “Bluebloods’. 


EWTN: Eternal Word Television Network. Founded by the late Mother Mary 
Angelica, PCPA, it was created on August 15‘, 1981 as a television network 
dedicated to Catholic programming. 


Fackeltrager: “Torch Bearer” in German. It refers to the advanced personal 
armor system used by RGA ground units in Brotymanskrieg. A Catholic school 
uniform imbued with the effects of Anomalies, it creates an energy field around 
the user’s body, providing them with protection from bullets and energy blasts. 


FORESIGHT: The life work of Philadelphia’s Johannes Cardinal Wolk before 
His Eminence pursued the priesthood in 1964. In the 1950s and 1960s, Cardinal 
Wolk was a nuclear engineer trying to continue earlier development on a nuclear- 
powered propulsion engine for the Brotzman family. The project itself stemmed 
the Brotzmanstab, who in turn acquired it during the Weimar years. Both Cardinal 
Wolk and the Brotzmans found unsatisfactory results, forcing them to cancel the 
project indefinitely. After the Rosy War, Ostara stole the old documents from the 
Brotzmans, and used it to finish an experimental Remnants A-Wing. 


Four Horsemen: The famed MAFV of Duchess Perpetua Raynerson, the term is 
used to denote the MAFV crew part of the Little Flower Battalion within the 
Christus Rex Armored Corps. 


GACSS: Greater American Catholic School System. The formal term used to refer 
to American Catholic Education after the events of the Rebirth (q.v.). It is divided 
into two sectors: the Republic and the Confederation. The characters pronounce it 
as “Gacks” in their conversations. 


Great Powers: Refers to the factional interests that rule over the SSEs (q.v.), the 
Dweller World and the Otherworld (q.v.). Most trace their origins back to the 
formations of the first SSEs during seventies and eighties, which coincided with 
access to the Dweller World and Otherworld. 


Hitlerjugend: “Hitler Youth” in German. It refers to the Third Reich’s youth 
movement for boys. 


IDA: Independent Dweller Army. The IDA is the combined armed forces of all 
Dweller cities outside the Communist “People’s Northwestern Union.” During 
Brotzmanskrieg, it was allied with the Conspiracy, and as a result, the 
Underground. 


IDP: Independent Dweller Party. The Dweller World is divided into six separate 
nations. The first is the Communist Dwellers of the People’s Northwestern Union. 
Four Dweller nations, many of them neighbors of the PNU, are absolute 
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monarchies. The vast majority of Dwellers are subjects of the Independent 
Dwellers, a Dweller nation that claims to practice democracy, freedom, and the 
tule of law. In reality, organized crime and corruption is rampant within the 
Independent Dwellers, with a mafia don as Prime Minister being one example. 


IG Farben: A corporate merger of six petro-chemical and pharmaceutical 
companies, the company is notorious for its wartime activities with the Third 
Reich. The Brotzmans, because of their 44 connections, were major shareholders. 
After the War, from 1952-2012, the company underwent a process of liquidation. 


Imperial Palace: A deep-underground complex in Otherworld, located near 
Other-Boston, Eden. This is the political, organizational, military, and economic 
nerve center of the Catholic School Underground. Emperor Bernard Raynerson 
and other prominent family members manage the day-to-day activities there. 


Incident, the: A “Columbine-style Reichstag Fire,” the Incident refers to a 
summer school shooting that occurred in late June 2012. To date, it is the worst 
school shooting in US history. 


Jackbooter: A person who sells goods and services on the Secret School 
Economies. The term later became synonymous with the Plaid Prohibition (q.v.) 
and is a pun on the word “Bootlegger.” 


Kamerad: German word for “Comrade.” It entered the lexicon of the average 
American Catholic School student after 2012. The word itself is sometimes used 
to address another student. 


Little Flower Battalion: An elite armored formation consisting of Heavy Class 
MAFYVs, the Little Flower Battalion is arguably the most decorated and oldest 
formation within the Christus Rex Armored Corps. 


Little Red Riding Hood: An Anomaly cartel originally drawn up between 
Halfrida and Ulrich Brotzman, Duchess Perpetua Raynerson, FYC powerbroker 
Francine McAdams, Bauer Industries heiress Hannelore Bauer, and wanted 
terrorist Matilde Geralyn von Brandt. It was devised to regulate control of the 
flow of Anomalies from Otherworld (q.v.) to Real World (q.v.). Brotzmanskrieg 
began because it was a fragile alliance. 


Luftgeschwader: The German term to refer to “Aerodyne-Wing,” otherwise 
called ‘A-Wings’. They form the air forces of the Great Powers. 


MAFV: Miniaturized Armored Fighting Vehicle. Acting as smaller, remote- 
controlled substitutes for conventional armor, the MAFV form the armored forces 
of the Great Powers. 
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Magic Eye: An experimental Remnants A-Wing intended for long-range aerial 
reconnaissance. Developed during the Rosy War, it was one of numerous research 
projects that failed to reach the prototype and production phases. After Ostara 
seized it, along with various other projects, the development continued 
unauthorized. The airframe, though unconventional, was a deliberate design 
choice: it was designed to deceive the ignorant into believing it was a UFO. 


March 215 Plot: The underhanded conp-d’e/at aimed at assassinating the leadership 
behind the Programs and bring GACSS under Conspiracy control. 


Milchpalast: German for “Milk Palace” or “Milk Hall,” this Philadelphia hangout 
sport was geared toward teenagers and young adults since the 1920s. 


Moles: Known as “New Dwellers,’ Moles are orphans, runaways and throwaway 
youths who sought shelter and asylum in the Dweller World. Unlike the 
Bluebloods, they are as human as everyone else on Earth’s surface. 


Mothers Den: The holy city of the Eastern Hares. 


Neudeutschland: German for “New Germany,” this country is home to over 
two hundred million Remnants (q.v.). Its current landmass is two-thirds the size of 
“Southland,” Otherworld’s South Ametica. 


NPEA: Nationalpolitische Erziehungsanstalten, German for “National Political 
Institutes of Education.” Otherwise known as ‘Napola’, the NPEA was an 44 
controlled school system that educated the Third Reich’s future leaders. 


NPEA Rakonitz: A Catholic boarding school based out of a medieval castle in 
the former Czechoslovakia. It was run by clergy, religious and officers in 44 
uniforms. In reality, it housed the secret headquarters of the Brotzmanstab, where 
they designed and developed secret weapons known as “Wunderwaffen.” 


Otherworld: An alternate dimension that is very similar to the universe that the 
Earth occupies. To date, the term refers to an Earth-like locale that is an exact 
duplicate of the real Earth. The Great Powers have a formal presence there 
because of the Anomalies. 


Plaidfahne: German for “Plaid Banner,” this is an important relic reflecting the 
vigor of the Rebirth. 


Plaid Prohibition: The result of the Kohler Act, which led to a general ban on 
sugary and salty junk food in American public, private and charter schools. There’s 
a lot of money to be made, and potential markets to be tapped. 
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Plaidstadt: Formerly Cardinal McDougal High School, it was opened and 
operated by the Archdiocese of Philadelphia until its closure in 2009. Three years 
later, it is the administrative building for the Republic Program. 


Querfront: German for “Crossfront.” Historically, the term was used during the 
Weimar Republic to denote an informal fragile alliance between German 
ultranationalists and communists to destroy the democratic process of the German 
nation. The term is still applied today, the biggest examples occurring behind the 
scenes of Brotzmanskrieg. 


Rebirth: A term denoting the six months of events that resulted in the 
establishment of the Republic (q.v.) by the USCCB (q.v.) as a ‘non-profit support 
apparatus.’ 


Rebirth Waters: Another term for the ‘Waters of Rebirth’ (q.v.). 


Remnants: Officially “Die HJ-Reste’ or “The Hitler Youth Remnants’, they are a 
sizeable group of former Hitler Youth and BDM members who escaped the Third 
Reich by fleeing to the Otherworld. Led by the former student body of NPEA 
Rakonitz, they are technologically and financially powerful. 


Republic Program: By definition, the term refers to the organizational entity that 
came into existence in the wake of the Rebirth. Led by State Chancellor Harold 
Brotzman, the Republic Program’s ruling body is the Convention. Alternatively, 
the term can also refer to the book of the same name, which is an English 
translation of the Rheingold (q.v.). 


RGA: Ryanischen fiir ein Grofkatholische Ausbildung, German for “Ryanites for a 
Greater Catholic Education.” Backed by former elements of the Brotzmanstab, they 
ate the pro-Catholic school forces in the ongoing Brotzmanskrieg conflict. 


Rheingold: A book written by Father Michael Agrioli, SJ, a Jesuit priest forced to 
work for the Brotzmanstab on a teleporter called the Nornen-Gerat or “Nornir 
Device.” This book would go on to form the basis of the Republic Program. 


Rosy War: The conflict that preceded Brotzmanskrieg. From 1997-2005, an 
alliance of various powers led by the Underground declared war against the 
Remnants. Despite superior equipment, the Remnants lost. Many events in The 
Plaid Dream, such as Brotzmanskrieg, ate rooted in this conflict. 


Ryanite (plural term for Ryanite is “Ryanites’”): Slang term used to denote 
students of American Catholic schools. Though slowly, the word gained 
prominence among students, becoming a household name. In some cases, it can 
also denote students of the Canadian Catholic School System. In German, the 
word is known as ‘Ryanisch’. 
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Ryanite Chorus: In The Plaid Dream, a chapter bearing the words ‘Ryanite Chorus’ 
means that a// the main characters make a physical appearance within a chapter. 


Ryanite-Dweller Border: Otherwise referred to as simply the “Border,” the 
Ryanite-Dweller Border was comprised of three caverns that divided Wonderland 
and Schwarzenstein from the Dweller World. Bedrock Mills, a sleepy town east of 
Underworld, is an important border town known for being close to Checkpoint 
Able, occupying the central cavern. 


SCHLEDGEHAMMER: The original codename for a prototype 3,200mm 
railway artillery supergun that the Remnants used in the closing days of the Rosy 
War. It was later dismantled by its armaments manufacturer responsible after the 
conflict, pursuing elaborate steps to continue the research such as shortening the 
barrel to 2,400mm. The project was later acquired by Halfrida Brotzman, who 
went on to finish it, renaming it “Hadfrida Brotzman’s Gun.” 


Schwarzenstein: German for “Black Stone”, it is the headquarters of the RGA. 


Setonburg: An important Dweller city on the western bank of the Waters of 
Rebirth. It plays a huge role in the events of The Plaid Dream. 


SSE: Secret School Economy. It denotes the clandestine financial apparatus that 
exists within every school system, including the GACSS. Anomalies, in addition to 
other goods and services, are sold by students known as “Jackbooters.” 


44: Schutzstaffel, German for “Protection Squad.” They act as the paramilitary, 
intelligence gathering, and secret police force of Adolf Hitler and his party. As an 
organization, it is heavily compartmentalized with an alphabet soup of lesser 


groups. 


TCR: Telepathic Chat Relay. A prototype headset developed by the Remnants 
during the Rosy War. As its name suggests, it allows wireless communications 
between the user and another individual through Telepathy. Usage was derived 
from research on the Anomalies of the Otherworld. Research discontinued due to 
the Rosy War, but like other projects, it continued under Ostara’s watch. 


Tree Caviar: An important food and cash crop among the Dwellers, both Moles 
and Bluebloods alike. The fungus grows off of the bark of trees, resembling the 
texture of actual caviar, hence its name. Can be found on Earth’s surface, but 
sightings are rare. Thanks to Lady Ostara, Tree Caviar has become an important 
ingredient in the production of D-VII. 


Underground (aka ‘Catholic School Underground’ or ‘CSU’): An American youth 
movement driven toward the New Evangelization and the Anomaly Phenomenon. 
Though many members were homeschooled, the Underground exercised its 
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influence over various school systems and colleges. But infighting among its ranks 
caused it to lose the country’s Catholic schools to the RGA. 


USCCB: United States Conference of Catholic Bishops. Formed in 1966, this is 
the national assembly of Catholic clergymen and religious that runs the pastoral 
affairs of Catholic life in the United States. 


Volksarmee: German for “People’s Army.” This is the Ryanite Home Army, 
responsible for defending the internal boundaries of the GACSS. 


War, the: Although war is a common theme, this term exclusively refers to World 
War II, because of its main characters possessing former ties to the German Reich. 


Waters of Rebirth: A large cavernous body of water that divides the Dweller 
world in half. Hundreds of miles wide, thousands of miles long, the only way to 
cross it is by boat. A number of major Dweller cities are situated along this 
important region. 
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